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O  F 


As  It  is  Aded  at  the 


The  ,F  I'F  T  ii'  "£  t>  11'  i  b  n,'  ■  //&^ 


To  the  Right  Honourable 


James  Craggs^  Efq; 

His  Majesty Principal 
Secretary  of  State, 

SIR, 

H  E  moll  confiderable  Ad- 
vantage a  Man  derives  from 
Poetry,  is,  That  he  has  an 
Opportunity  of  pleafmg 
Great  and  Noble  Spirits,  who  are  always 
the  beft  Judges  ofTV^?!^^'^,  as  their  own 
Sentiments  are  remov'd  from  the  com-  • 
mon  way  of  Thinking,  and  agreeable 
to  the  rerfonages  there  reprefented. 
Happy  fliould  I  be,  to  prove  an  In- 
ftance  of  the  Truth  of  this  Obfervati- 
on,  if  in  drawing  the  Charafter  of  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh  I  have  any  where  hitt 
the  Tafte  of  a  Statejman,  who  refem- 
bles  him  in  many  of  his  great  Qualities. 

A  3  The 


T^E'DICATION. 

The  World  knows  how  jealous  he  was 
of  the  Greatnefs  of  S^ain,  what  fre- 
quent Advices  he  gave  to  Two  Great 
'Princes  to  humble  her,  and  with  what 
Spirit  he  refented  any  Indignity  offered 
thefe  Kingdoms  from  her  Infolence. 
Every  body  who  reads  this,  will  be 
before-hand  with  me  in  the  Applica- 
tion, and  fay,  the  fame  Zeal,  the  fame 
Love  of  Honour  and  Great-Britain, 
breaths  in  your  late  Letter  to  the 
Spanilh  Jmbajfador.  We  have  feen 
Tlots,  Rebellions,  and  Gund  amors 
too,  in  our  Days;  but  thank  Heav'n 
we  have  a  Monarch  too  Wife,  and  a 
Miniftry  too  Viglilant,  tofufferthem 
to  fucceed !  No  Man  Bleeds  in  En- 
gland now  for  affertingthe  Liberties  of 
his  Country ;  the  Fate  of  the  great  Ra-- 
leigh  is  only  turn'd  on  a  few  Tarri- 
cides,  and  Traytors.  If  to  fay,  that 
your  Councils\i-2iVC  aconfiderableShare 
in  Promoting  the  Intereft  of  your  Coun- 
try, in  encouraging  Loyalty,  and  dif- 
countenancingbothi/(?;»^'^r^^  and  Fo- 
reign FaBions,  be  to  flatter.  This  I 
will  fay  in  the  Teeth  of  Envy,  and 


ETi  I  C  AT  I  O  N. 
Ipeak  it  loudly  to  the  iieaf  Ear  of 
i*arty. 

Forgive  me,  Sir^  for  thus  far  offe- 
ring to  defcribe  Your  Charafter. 
Publick  Virtues  cannot  efcape  Publick 
Notice;  and  we  muft  talk  of  You, 
as  we  do  of  common  Bleffings,  whe- 
ther You  will  or  no.  Give  me  then 
leave  to  bring  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  to 
his  moft  proper  Patron ;  Proteft  the 
virtuous  Memory  of  the  Dead,  as 
You  do  the  brave  Ads  of  the  Living, 
and  the  World  will  be  afraid  or 
afliam'd  to  Cenfure,  what  You  Ap- 
prove.    I  am, 


S  I  R, 


mth  the  greatefi  RefpeSl^ 
Tour  moft  Devoted^ 
Humble  Servant^ 


George  SewelL 


PR  E  F  A  C  E. 


HIS  Play  had  been  thrown  into  the  World 


without  a  Preface,  were  it  not  to  do  Juftice  to 


in  which  many  excellent  Lines  were  omitted  in  the 
Speaking.  I  know  not  who  aflumed  that  Liberty;  but 
the  Pveader  has  now  the  Pleafure  to  fee  them  reftored  as 
thev  were  originally  written,  and  I  the  Satisfadion  of 
rcpairitsg  the  Injury  he  would  have  fuffered  by  the  Lofs 
otthem.  Sure  lam,  that  I  have  reafon  to  thank  the 
Author  on  a  double  Account,  both  for  Preparing  the  Fa- 
vour of  the  Audience  before  the  Play,  and  Supporting  tlie 
Intereft  of  the  Writer  with  an  Uncommon  Vigour,  and 
Friend-like  Application, 

This  is  all  I  thought  to  have  faid :  But  fmce  the  Publication 
of  this  Play,  I  have  met  with  Abundance  of  Objections, 
a  few  of  which  I  take  Leave  to  remark  upon,  being  ever 
ready  to  Submit  to  a  juftCenfurc,  or  retraft  an  Error.  Ic 
has  been  faid  that  there  is  nothing  of  the  Life  of  Sir  Wal- 
ter R  A  L  E I  G  H  in  the  Aftion,  and  that  the  Audience  know 
no  more  of  him  when  the  Play  ends,  than  they  did  before 
it  began.  Let  the  Reader  take  his  Life  as  it  Hands  in  our 
hcR  Hi/ioriesA  am  very  much  miflaken  if  He  will  not  find 
that  all  the  great  and  material  Circumftances  of  it  are,  in 
fome  Parts  or  other,  infcrted  into  the  Tragedy.  To  have 
done  more  would  but  have  made  it  too  narrative,  and  left 
no  Room  for  Poetry,  and  Invention.  If  the  Objedors 
mean  that  it  is  not  like  the  Hiftorical  Flays  of  our  excellent 
Shakespear,  I  own  the  Charge,  being  of  Opinion 
that  no  Audience  could  endure  fuch  Details  from  any 
Pen,  but  His. 

Another  fays;  there  is  no  Reafon  for  the  Paflion  of 
Lady  Raleigh  in  the  firft  A(ft.  But  there  is  a  very 
natural  Ground  for  it,  it  being  the  moJd  common  Obfer- 


vation 


p    R    n   F  A   C  E. 

.  vadon  on  Human  Paffions,  that  Smoro  when  check'd 
and  reftrain'dl^y  Addce  flies  into  Ki^ge  and  Vtoknce.  l 
am  afraid  that  Critics  of  this  Kind  don't  deal  much  m  A- 
rilloth's  Ethics,  or  Rhemia  and  it  were  eafy,  if  neceffiry, 
to  give  many  beautiful  Inftances  of  this  Tranlition  from 
Grief  to  Anger  in  our  beft  Tragedies. 

A  Third  falls  much  more  heavy  than  the  former;  that 
all  the  beft  Incidents  and  Thoughts  are  not  my  own  but 
borrow'd  from  other  Plays.  The  Gentleman  muft  have 
very  piercing  Eyes  who  found  out  this;  but  I  really  be- 
lieve he  may  place  his  Difcovery  more  to  his  Invention. 

,  than  his  Memory.  For  my  ovvn  Part  I  remember  but 
two  Lines  which  I  had  marked  as  a  Beauty  in  Mr  Da- 
ml's  Works,  and  quoted  them  in  the  Preface  as  fuch,  and 
therefore  This  was  a  Theft  He  may  be  affur'd  I  did  not 
defire  to  be  concealed.  The  Truth  is,  I  had  before  read 
fo  very  few  Plays,  and  while  I  was  writing  avoided  the 
eadinLny,  that  if  I  have  ftole,  I  have  done  it  like  a  Man 
[„  a  Dream  in  Imagination  only.  Were  there  any  Truth 
in  this  Cavil,  I  know  the  Good  nature  of  the;  World  fo 
well,  that  I  am  fore  I  fhould  have  heard  of  it  in  Print 

before  this  Time.  .     ,    „,        v  u  «  n.w;..} 

There  is  a  realDefeft  in  the  Play,  which  a  Critical 
Eye  will  eafily  fee,  which  is  the  Want  of  a  Contmmy  oi 
Scenes.  This  is  a  Fault,  and  as  I  have  been  told  of  it 
in  a  friendly  Manner  by  one  of  the  beft  Judges  of  the 
Age,  fo  I  publickly  own  and  thank  him  tor  the  Corre- 
afon.  I  cannot  defccnd  to  anfwer  every  little  Objea.on. 
but  muft  fay  truely,  as  my  late  Friend  Sir  Samue  Gmh 
faid  before  me,  wLe  they  mil  find  One  Fault,  I  roill  engage 
to  (hm  them  Ten.  ^ 

To  make  Amends  for  this  Excefs  of  Cnticifm,  feme. 
Gentlemen  have  been  too  kind  on  the  other  Hand,  and 
given  this  Performance  as  extravagant  Pra-fes.  I  h^vc 
nothing  more  to  fay,  than,  that  it  any  Body  is  offended 
at  thei7  Appearance  in  the  Manner  They  do,  it  is  the 
Bookfellers  Vumty,  not  Mine, 


A  s 


To 


To   the   Author    on    his    Tragedy  of 
Sir  W  A  L  T  E  R  Raleigh. 


WHIL  E  VOL  ITICKS  d'tftraa  the  madclmg  Age, 
And  Senfe  arj  Wit  are  jmig'd  by  Zeal  and  Rage; 
Wifely  Ton  chufe  a  backward  View,  and  Jhow, 

By  What  has  been  W^.  at  Moderns  ought  to  know : 

That  Virtue,  Freedom,  and  our  Country  s  Cauje, 

h  the  true  Voint  of  Heavns,  and  Britain/  Laws. 

Eliza*/  Days,  a?2d  Raleigh'/  AHions  rife 
So  great,  fo  jufl,  fo  glorious  to  our  Eyes, 
We  z  iew  the  Mighty  Dead  by  Thee  reviv'd, 
Own  the  fair  Piece  Aad  wijh  We  then  had  liv'd. 

There  is,  My  Friend,  (I  fee  it  by  thy  Mufe) 

A  Time  for  Tame,  which  free-born  Souls  would  chufe, 

A  Period  fx'd,  avd jflated  from  above. 

Which  all  the  Sons  of  Liberty  would  love ; 

And  would  Hillorians  their  dull  Part  refign, 

^reat  G  e  o  r  g  e  V  and  Eliza'/  Reign  fijould  join' 

Blotted,  for  ever  blotted  from  o^r  E/es,  ' 

Be  thofe  dark  Days,  and  thofe  forbidding  Skies, 

When  this  fair  Ifle  grew  wanton  of  her  Reft, 

And  KINGS,  and  SUB  J  EC  TS  in  their  Turns  eppreft  ! 

Forgive  me,  if  with  Thoughts  of  Freedom  fir'd, 
Isrorn  Raleigh'/  Fate  the  willing  Mufe  retired 
Tuo  true,  too  true  as  painted  in  thy  Scenes, 

I  would  not  own  what  the  fad  Story  means 

But     ^  B  ft  1 T  A I K  woH^d  be  proud  to  fay 
X^jat  Raleigh  only  perijh'd  in  a  Play. 

S  G.  formerly  of  Ktng\  College^ 

Jan, 

To 


To  the   Author  upon  his  Tragedy  of 
SirWALTER  Raleigh. 

^Tp  IS  jnft,  we  compliment  the  giddy  Town^ 

JL     And  wijh  it  Joy,  that  Senfe  for  ence  goes  down', 
Long  has  it  languifh'd  of  a  faint  Difeafe, 
Arid  then  no  wholefom  Nourijljment  coudpleafei 
Obfcenity  was  then  its  only  Foody 
And  every  Thing  feem'd  naufeous  that  was  good. 

But  now  thy  skilful  Hand  has  curd  this  Fai/h 
Rejlord  us  to  our  Health,  and  Tajie  again. 
Some  odd  unnatural  Things  we  cherijVd  mojlf 
May  now  be  aBed  at  the  Houfes  Coft : 

Senfe  is  revived  by  Tou  our  Fit  is  o'er, 

We  hate  our  felves  for  what  we  liked  before. 

As  when  fome  Heavenly  Nymph,  Divinely  fair. 
Does  firfi  at  Court,  or  in  the  Ring  appear  j 
A  Harmony  of  Features  flrikes  our  Sight, 
We  gax.e  upon  her  with  a  fond  Delight : 
Strong  in  her  native  Charms  fhe  wins  all  Hearts, 
Neglecling  borrowed  Airs,  or  borrowed  Arts: 
At  once  her  matchlefs  Form  our  Bofoms  warms. 
We  give  up  all  our  Senfes  to  her  Charms. 

Thus  has  thy  Mufe,  adorn'd  with  every  Grace, 
{The  Bloom  of  Youth  Jlill  fmiling  in  her  Face) 
Finijh'd  her  Conqueji^  foon  as  'twas  begun. 
At  once  the  Prize,  the  Lawrel  Branch,  has  won. 

She  Jiole  upon  us  by  a  fweet  Surprize, 
^nd  open' J  all  her  Beauties  to  our  Eyes : 
So  uniform  appeared  in  every  Tart, 
We  gaz'd,  were  charmed,  and  gave  her  up  our  Heart. 

Now  Garth  has  vifited  the  Shades  of  Sight, 
His  Lam  el,  and  his  Art  are  Yours  by  Right. 
Yet  if  a  rude  D^afe  thy  Friend  inflame. 
And  threaten  Ruin  to  his  little  Frame  5 
If  Frenzy,  Love,  or  Grief  my  Health  invade. 
And  to  thy  healing  Art  I  fly  for  Aid ; 
No  more  with  myfiick  Drugs  my  Life  infure, 
Jhy  Verfe  will  charm  my  Vain,  and  work  the  Cure. 


Gray's-Inn,  Feb. 


Charles  Molloy* 


To  the  AUTHOR. 


WHILST  Two  grefU  Bards  our  grateful Cowfftry  mum, 
And  finds  the  Debt  of  Sorrow  o'er  their  Urns  y 
Transfused  in  Thee  revive  their  gen'roHs  Fires, 
And  Liberty  again  Her  Sons  infpires. 
Thrice  Happy  Poet !  in  thy  Numbers  gloyxf. 
The  Elegance  ^/G  a  r  t  h,  ar^l  Force  of  R  o  w  E ; 
From  yon  bright  Arch  thy  fpreading  Fame  They  fee, 
And  triumph  in  a  Succeffor  like  Jhee, 

Behold !  to  cure  the  Frenzy  of  the  Age, 
A  Second  C  a  t  o  rife^  on  the  Stage  s 
The  Same  their  SuffH'gs,  for  a  COufe  the  S/me, 
Ncr yields  the  English  to  the^ou  Name* 

Opprefs'd  mth  Ncife,  and  drunken  Varty-ftftfe, 
Where  I  s  i  s  fior^s^  I  rcafle  a  pairful  Lifi, 
Stunnd  vcith  the  Terrors  of  impe-nding  Woes^ 
Abfid  Prelates,  to  the  Church  infatiate  Foes 
of  uncouth,  Logick  Terms  condemn  d  to  hear, 
Ihe  fame  pcdnntick  Crambe  all  the  Tear-, 
Pro  Forn-ja  to  difpute  the  ^^eftions  round, 
And  tr.ice  the  fi'mdings  of  Schclafli:k  Gr$md', 
To  QoW^gQ'Walls  reluBantly  confined; 
Chedzd  in  the  native  Freedom  of  my  Mind: 
Or,  on  the  Stage,  rcith  correfpOfjding  Eyes, 
J  vpould  have  feen  thy  British  Hero  rife, 
For  Virtue  and  Religion  hear  Hi?n  plead, 
And  boldly  for  a  thanklefs  Nation  bleed  5 
But  rigid  Laws  that  H^tpinefs  derfd, 
Againfi  my  Milll  laid  ^he  IVtflj  a  fide. 
Content  to  read  Thee,  in  thy  genuine  Light, 
Where  no  proud  Seems  attract  the  dazded  Sighf, 
Stript  of  the  Pomp  and  Irappings  9f  the  Stage, 
Strong  is  thy  BiBion,  and  Sublime  thy  Rage-, 
Great  in  your  Self,  Xou  vrant  no  foreign  Art 
To  raife  Compaffion,  and  a-^ake  the  Heart', 
The  fecret  Springs  of  Nature  to  controul, 
Ahd  touch  the  dijf'rent  Ppffons  of  the  SchU 

Accept, 


Accept,  my  Friend,  thefe  triiutary  Layst 
(If  by  that  Name  I  mfiy  pre  fume  to  praije) 
Vermit  me  lafl  thy  full  Applmfe  to  crown. 
And  join  the  publtck  Chorus  of  the  Town. 

St.  John'j  College,  Oxon.  N.  Amhurft. 

Feb  3. 

To  the  Author  of  the  Tragedy  of  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh* 

No  more  the  Fdl  of  Virtue's  Li^ht  we  moan, 
Britannia  vierps  again  her fav'rite  Scn^ 
From  the  deep  Gloom  he  breaks  to  fecond  Day^ 
With  fironger  Luftre,  and  a  fuller  Ray: 
Dravm  by  a  faithful  but  a  Mafter  Pen, 
The  much-lamented  Raleigh  lives  again  f 
He  lives,  once  more  Ambition  to  controul. 
And  fl^ow  the  Greatnefs  of  an  English  Smly 
The  good  Man's  Blifs,  the  guilty  Statefman's  Boom^ 
And  leave  due  Precepts  for  a  Race  to  come: 
To  T)^arn  the  Great,  -who  mark  with  erring  Eyes^ 
The  charm  that  in  the  datling  Summit  liesy 
Thofe  love-Jick  Fools  rpho  toil  in  Glory's  Race, 
And  firongly  languiflo  for  the  mfh'd  Embrace^ 
How  unfubfiantial  its  deceitful  Gain, 
How  hard  to  be  Toffefs'dy  and  when  poffefs^d  how  Vam, 

Who  is  not  mov'd  f  when  the  experienced  Sage, 
So  greatly  anxious  for  a  future  Age, 
Surveys  with  fo  content,  fo  brave  a  Mind, 
The  living  Records  that  He  leaves  behind, 
Full  of  his  Comtry  to  the  Lafi  appears^ 
And  fmiles  on  the  vafi  Work  of  Twenty  Tears. 
Who,  tho'  in  Empire's  brightefi  Eye  they  fiand. 
Embracing  Honours  with  a  loaded  Hand, 
So  vilely  fordid,  but  would  wifh  to  be 
As  Strip  d,  as  Naked,  and  as  Wife  as  HE? 
Who  once  poffefflng  All,  can  All  difdain. 
And  new  rejlecl  on  nothing  but  the  Vain  5 
So  innocently  brave,  refign  to  Fate, 
And  lay  with  Flea  fur  e  down  the  gaudy  Weight, 


Thusy  SIR,  Hfhiljl  all  their  due  Applmjes  joirj^ 
Iho^  Meaneft,  yet  Sincere ,  accept  of  Mine^ 
Charmed  with  the  Spirit  of  thy  Manly  Lays, 
I  read  with  Rapture,  and  am  proud  to  praije-, 
So  rich  is  ev'ry  Scene,  fo  vaft  thy  Store, 
I  view  but  This,  and  hurry  on  to  more : 
Co  on,  GREAT  FOET,  as  in  this  Succeed, 
And Kefcue  Other  Rale i gh s  from  the  Dead; 
Thus  /hall  Renown  furvive,  the  dying  Chief 
Hope  from  thy  powerful  Strains  a  Second  Life, 
Refign  his  Laurels  unconcerned,  whiljl  You 
Shall  fiill  preferve  the  Same,  or  give  him  New : 
The  Orphan  d  Age  /hall  then  no  more  complain 
Of  Envy's  Triumphs,  or  her  Champions  flam ; 
Convinced,  Tour  Mufe  will  fill  record  the  Brave, 
And  raife  their  great  Examples  from  the  Grave, 

C.  Beckingham. 

London,  Feb.  lo. 


To  the  AUTHOR. 

WHEN  private  Verfons  render  puhlick  Traife, 
Tondly  They  injure  whom  They  mean  to  rai/e : 
Vain  is  all  Fame,  but  that  which  Merit  gives, 
And  in  the  Virtues  of  its  Author  lives. 
Confcious  of  this,  and  ftudious  of  thy  Fame, 
I  dur/i  not  to  the  World  expofe  my  Name 
But.  flrongly  movd  my  Gratitude  to  own, 
Send  Tou  my  Thanks  thus  Namelefs^  and  Unknown. 

OxoB.  Feb.  13. 


PRO. 


PROLOGUE. 


Written  by  Major  TACK. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  R  Y  A  N. 

C  TR  UCK  with  each  Ancient  Greek^ptRoman  Ni^w^ 

Blindly  We  Vay  Devotion  to  Their  Fame. 
Their  Boailcd  Chiefs/??  Partial  Lights  are  /horn  : 
Negleft,  or  Envy,  ftill  Attends  Our  Own. 
Poets  and  Priests,  the  People  to  Deceive, 
Form  Gods  and  Heroes  Neither  do  Believe. 
0;/r  Author  /corns  All  Worlhip  6ut  the  True : 
He  brings  UnqucftionM  Wonders  to  Tour  View. 
An  English  Martyr  Jhall  Afcend  the  Stage, 
To  Shame  the  Laft,  and  Warn  the  Prefent  Age. 
The  Tragic  Scene  with  moving  Art  will  tell 
How  Brave  He  Fought— ^ow  Wrong'd  theSoLDiiR  FelL 

*  Ambition  is  a  Miftrefs  Few  enjoy ! 

*  Falfe  to  Onr  Hopes,  and  to  Our  Wijljes  C07; 

*  The  Bold  She  Baffles,  and  Defeats  the  Strong 5 
'  And  All  are  Ruin'd  Who  Purfue  Her  long, 

*  Tet  fo  Bewitching  are  Her  Fatal  Charms, 

*  We  think  it  Heav'n  to  Dye  within  Her  Arms. 

«  Thus  Raleigh  Thought  and  in  the  Glorious  Strife 

*  Immortal  Honour  gain'd^  hut  loft  Hn  Life, 
Jealous  of  Virtue  That  was  fo  Sublime, 

Hjs  Country  Damn'd  His  Merit  as  a  Crime. 
The  Traytor'^  Doom  did  on  the  Patriot  Wait  2 
He  Sav'd          and  then  He  PcrifhM  ly  the  Stat  e. 

Ai 


PRO  L  O  G  U  E. 

A  Fatient  Monarch,  too  kcmAy  Wi/e, 

(Unhappy  Kings!  They  See  mth  Others  Eyes) 

Weekly  Confented  to  the  Guilty  Deed, 

And  made  Three  K  i  n  o  d  o  m  s  /»  their  Champion  Bleed. 

B  R I T  A I N  s,  by  This  Example  Tmght,  Unite ! 

Wound  not  the  V\} -2.1.1  CY.  out  of  Private  Spight. 

To  Great  Atchievements  fufi  Rewards  allovpy 

Nor  tear  the  'L2,vrrc\from  the  Y  ict  ok' s  Brovv- 

Exert  Tour  Vigour  in  the  ]<l  at  ion  's  Caufe  j 

But  Grudge  wi)  R  i  v  a  l  H/V  Deferv'd  Applaufe. 

Safely  We  may  Defy  Madrii5  (>r  Rome, 

If  no  Sly  GuNDAMOR  Prevails  at  Home. 
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SCENE,  LONDON. 
The  Court  at  White-Hall. 
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A  C  T  I.  SCENE!. 

SCENE  At  Court ^  near  the  Council-Chamher. 

Efiter  Sir  Julius  Caefar  and  Carew. 

J  UL  I  us  CiES  AR. 

U  R  E  as  e'en  now  we  pafs*d  the  Council 
Door, 

I  faw  Lord  Gundamor^^  and  if  thefe  Eyes 
Difcern'd  aright,  his  Vifagc  fecm'd  to  bear 
A  Mixture  of  uncertain  Cheerfulnefs* 
Like  Hope  corredled  by  fome  cautious  Fear, 

J  like  it  not  For  tho'  we  cannot  read 

The  Wiles  of  Statefmen  in  their  publick  Looks: 
Yet,  when  alone,  the  Soul  works  undifguis'd. 
And  prints  its  Meaning  on  the  outward  Form. 

Car,  That  Face  ne'er  boded  Good  to  Brit'tjh  Hearts  : 
For,  truft  me,  as  I  hold  my  Country  dear, 
As  I  revere  her  Monarch's  facred  Headj 
Yea,  as  I  wifli  Profperity  may  crown 
That  Faith  our  Fathers  witnefs'd  in  the  Flames: 

So 
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So  much  1  fear  that  bufie  Stafclman's  Art 
Is  working  up  {owe  curfed  Scene  of  Woe, 
To  (lain  thofe  deareft  Names  with  foul  Difgrace, 
And  fix  a  Mark  of  Hatred  on  their  Friends. 

y.C£f.  Curfe  on  the  Drolc,  and  his  intriguing  Mirth, 
His  ftudy'd  Jokes,  and  Infolence  of  Wit  5 
By  this  he  winds  the  Women  in  his  Toils, 
Fafliions  the  flatter'd  Sex  to  all  his  Views, 
Roufes  the  curious  Devil  in  their  Souls, 
That  knows  no  Reft,  but  Tortures  without  End, 
Till  it  has  wrung  each  Purpofe  of  the  State 
From  the  fond  Husband  Fool,  who  muft  betray 

His  King,  his  God  to  fet  his  Wife  at  Eafc. 

I  tell  thee.  Friend,  Diffimulation  dwells. 
As  at  her  Home,  in  every  Smile  he  wears: 
That  Face  has  laugh'd  us  into  deeper  Shame, 
Than  we  can  fufFer  from  his  Monarch's  Frowns: 
,Tho'  heighten'd  with  the  Pride  of  new  Armadas, 
AH  Europe's  Princes,  and  his  JnJUn  Gold. 

Car.  That  Gold,  believe  me,  Sir,  is  well  employ 'dj 
It  works  like  Poifon  thro'  our  weakened  States 
Infefts  our  generous  pure  Forefathers  Blood, 
And  fits  our  Free-^born  Souls  for  Foreign  Yokes. 
How  many  noble  Struftures  could  I  name, 
What  fumptuous  Villas,  laboured  up  to  Heav'n, 
Enrich'd  with  figured  Silks,  and  ftiff  with  GoU? 
But  not  one  Tale  in  all  the  Pile  to  fay, 

*  Thefe  are  the  Monuments  of  perjur'd  Faith, 

*  The  high-raised  Spoils  of  mercenary  Greatnefs. 

J.C^f  'Tis  a  fad  Truth,  and  we  muft  mourn  it  longi 
Unlefs  this  cunning  Minifter  of  Hell, 
Thi$  Gmidamor,  be  foon  rcmov*d  from  Court. 

He' 
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He,  he  betrays  our  Councils  to  our  Foes, 

And  cheats  us  with  the  fpecious  Name  of  Friendfhip. 

Can  we  forget  the  valiant  Rale/gh^s  Fate, 

Whofe  Spirit  quickenM  our  adventrous  Youth, 

To  chacc  Ambition  to  her  laft-flown  length. 

And  hunt  her  io  a  new  untraveli'd  World? 

Car.  He  fcorn'd  the  Wages  of  difloyal  Crimes, 
To  ruft  in  Peace,  and  firetch  a  lazy  Hand 
For  fordid  Bribes,  but  fought  the  Monarch's  Gold, 
In  that  remoted  Climate  where  it  grew. 

y,  C£f.  Yet  when  the  ripen'd  VrojcO:  grew  to  bear. 
That  crooked  Politician's  fa^al  Skill 
Found  a  Betrayer,  and  deftroy'd  his  Hopes. 

Car,  And  ftill  his  cunning  Arts  detain  him  clofc, 
Confin'd  in  loathfome,  and  inglorious  Bondage, 
The  bitter'ft  Anguifh  to  a  Soul  like  his. 
Still  is  he  branded  with  a  Traitor's  Name, 
For  fome  myfterious  Maxim  of  the  State. 
This  Day  a  flying  Rumour  reach'd  my  Ear, 

That  he  muft  fall  But  fee,  his  furly  Mate, 

Old  Howardy  comes  j  fad  Difcontent 

Lowrs  on  his  Brow,  and  threatens  in  his  Eye. 

y.Cdf.  That  Man  is  brave,  his  Miftrefs  is  the  Sea, 
And  on  my  Sou!  I  think  he  likes  her  more, 
Becaufe  her  Qualities  refemble  his; 
Whofe  Depth  is  fraught  with  rich  and  hidden  Treafurc, 
While  Storms  and  Tempefts  on  the  Surface  blow. 
Yet  is  he  fccretly  inquilitive. 
And  while  he  hates  it,  much  frequents  the  Court^' 
Let  us  obfcrve  him 

Emr  Howard. 
How,  Thus  fa^r  Pm  come, 
On  Satan's  Ground,  and  yet  no  Fiend  appears  Td 
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To  tempt  me;  fure  all  Hell's  afleep  to-night: 
And  yet  I  come  at  Gmdamor's  Requeft. 
What  can  the  fubtle  Spaniard  want  with  me  ? 
I  am  no  Courtier,  no  fawning  Dog  of  State, 
To  lick  and  kifs  the  Hand  that  buffets  me: 
Nor  can  I  fmile  upon  my  Gueft,  and  praife 
His  Stomach,  when  I  know  he  feeds  on  Poifbn* 
And  Death  difguis'd  fits  grinning  at  my  Table. 
Nay,  what  is  worfe,  I  cannot  pimp  nor  l)ej 
Why  then  at  Court?  or,  why  with  Gmdamor} 

Hold  let  me  think  '        Ay,  in  thattende^ 

On  the  dear  Cement  of  united  Hearts,  [Point . 

He  ftrikes  —  He  would — the  Villain  would  —  ORale'tgh\ 

Car,  Obferv'd  you  how  the  lab  ring  Secret  work'd, 
How  ftrong  Sufpicion  fir'd  the  Train  of  Honour 
To  a  new  Brightnefs,  and  difplay'd  his  Soul 
Godlike  and  Great,  and  worthy  of  his  Friend ! 

Hevp.  [tHrning]  By  Hell,  difcover'd !  O !  thefe  rotten  Spies, 
That  have  a  Hole  for  ev'ry  private  Word, 
And  poftcrn  multiplying  Vents  for  Mifchief, 
Henceforth  may  Dumbnefs  feize  upon  my  Tongue, 
If  I  but  whifper  to  a  Wall  at  Court ! 

J.GAf.  We  can  forgive  your  Zeal,  who  know  the  Caufe> 
The  Blindnefs  of  your  Pafhon  pleads  Excufe 
To  Friends ;  and  We,  you  know,  are  Raleigh's  Friends; 
We  honour,  love  him,  watch,  and  fear  as  much 
For  that  dear,  great,  unhappy  Man, 
As  generous  Howard  does. 

How.  Ha!  faid  you  Fear— — 

Preach  Fear  to  Earth-begotten  Citizens, 
When  civil  Uproar  threatens  a  Reprizal 
On  the  curs'd  greedy  Gatherings  of  Extortion- 
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Bid  the  projefting  Politician  fear. 

When  all  his  Springs  are  wound  up  to  the  Heighth, 

And  if  one  Motion  fails,  the  whole  Machine 

Sinks,  and  deilroys  the  Builder  in  its  Ruins. 

Talk  Fear  to  Hypocrites,  to  Midnight  Murderers, 

To  the  rude  Spoiler  of  defencelefs  Honour, 

To  Priefts  and  Cowards  But  name  it  not  with  Virtue^ 

Fear  is  the  Tax  that  Confcience  pays  to  Guilt. 
Car,  And  yet  unfpotted  Innocence  may  fall 

The  Sacrifice  of  Cunning  and  Revenge: 

Witnefs  the  fatal  Tryal  of  our  Friend. 

J.Cdf,  A  Tryal  founded  on  a  Myftcry, 
A  Plot  begotten  by  the  Sire  of  Lies, 
And  nurs'd  to  full-grown  Treafon  by  the  Care 
Of  foftring  Lawyers,  Rogues,  that  can  extract 
Fines  out  of  Looks,  and  Death  from  double  Meanings. 

How.  I  heard  the  deep  mouth'd  Pack,  they  fcen  ted  Blood 
From  the  firft  ftarting,  and  purfu'd  their  View  - 
With  the  Law-Mufic  of  long-winded  Calumny. 
Well  I  remember,  one  among  the  Tribe, 
A  reading  Cut-throat,  skill'd  in  Paralells 
And  dark  Compaiifons  of  wondrous  likenefs. 
Who  in  a  Speech  of  unchew'd  Eloquence 
Mufter'd  up  all  the  Crimes  fince  Noah*s  Days^ 
To  put  in  ballance  with  this  fancied  Plot, 
And  made  e'en  Cataline  a  Saint  to  Raleigh, 
The  Sycophant  fo  much  o'er-play'd  his  Part, 
1  could  have  hugg'd  him,  kifs*d  th*  unskilful  Lyes 
Hot  from  his  Venal  Tongue. 

Car.  He  was  the  fame. 
Who,  ftarting  from  the  Queftion  in  Debate, 
And,  when  corredted  by  a  calm  Rebuke, 

CatchM 
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Catch'd  all  the  Scandal  Malice  could  fuggcft, 

Searched  to  the  Heart,  and  cramm'd  plain  jithesfl  dowo 

His  brave  Opponent's  Throat 

J,Cdf.  Vain  Infolence! 
But  'tis  the  Curfe,  and  Fafliion  of  the  Times; 
When  Prejudice  and  ftrong  Averlions  work. 
All  whofe  Opinions  we  diflike  ^eAtheiJlsj 
Now  'tis  a  Term  of  Art,  a  Bug-bear  Word, 
The  Villain's  Engine,  and  the  Vulgars  Terror. 
The  Man  who  thinks  and  judges  for  himfelf, 
Unfway'd  by  aged  Follies,  rev'rend  Errors, 
Grown  Holy  by  Traditionary  Dulncfs 
Of  School  Authority,  He  is  an  Atheifi, 
The  Man  who,  hating  idle  Noife,  prefcrves 
A  pure  Religion  feated  in  his  Soul, 
He  is  a  filent,  dumb,  diflembling  Atheift. 

lior».  I  had  forgot  it — yes,  the  bafe-tongu'd  Gown-maa 
Did  call  him  Atheifl-  So  Men  judge  at  honae. 

Who  never  trac'd  a  Providence  at  Seaj 
And  faw  his  Wonders  in  the  mighty  Deep. 
An  Atheift- Sailor  were  a  monftrous  thing. 
More  wonderful  than  all  old  Ocean  breeds. 
But  I  will  witnefs  for  my  Raleigh' $i  Faith; 
Yes,  I  have  fecn  him  when  the  Tempeft  rag'd. 
When  from  the  Precipice  of  Mountain  Waves 
All  Hearts  have  trembled  at  the  Gulph  below. 
He,  with  a  fteddv^  fupplicating  Look, 
Difplay'd  his  Truft  in  that  tremendous  Pow'r, 
Who  curbs  the  Billows,  and  cuts  (hort  the  Wings 
Of  the  rude  Whirlwind  in  its  midway  Courfe, 
And  bids  the  Madncfs     the  Waves  to  ceafc. 
O!  Fellow-Soldier,  were  that  Folly  thiae, 

The* 
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Tho*  thou  art  dearer  than  the  Love  of  Honour 
To  this  old  Bofom,  I  would  pluck  thee  hence, 
Tho'  my  Heart  crack'd 
And  plot  with  Gmdamor  to  work  thy  Fall. 

Car,  'Tis  b  rave  and  'open,  Sirj  but  Friendftiip  now 
Exacts  a  nobler  Part,  and  bids  us  (land 
The  Safeguard  of  his  injur'd  Innocence. 
For  know,  this  Moment  Britam*s  Council  fit 
The  Judges  <tf  his  Fate,  and  much  I  fear. 
He  bleeds  a  private  Sacrifice  of  State. 

Hew.  Rather  may  half  the  Tribe  of  Favourite  Slaves, 
Thofe  New-born  Infefts  of  perverted  PowV, 
Perifh  and  rot,  like  an  untimely  Birth  j 

They,  and  their  Houfes!   No,  it  fliall  not  be. 

J.Cdf.  Thou  talk'ft  as  if  thy  Hand  could  flop  the  Courfc 
Of  headlong  Ruin  j  but  yet  calmly  think, 
What  mighty  Foes  withftand  thy  generous  Views, 
See  Worftery  Sufolk^  fubtle  Salisbury, 
Sworn  and  Confederate  all  to  feal  his  Fate. 
Wci^h  thcfe,  and  GunHamor. 

How,  For  Salisbury, 
Whofe  Pow'r  and  MaKce  run  the  longeft  length, 
1*)1  raife  a  Bofom-Traytor  in  his  Houfe, 
To  check  the  Pride  of  that  intriguing  Statefman. 
Next  let  the  cunning  Spaniard  well  beware  5 
Whatever  he^dreams,  his  Projeds'fail  on  me: 
Yet  I  muft  hear  him  for  my  Raleigh's  fake. 

Car.  Sure  there  he  IVands  as  parting  from  the  Lords 

Bowing  with  humble  Salutation  hr:- 
He  whifpers  Salisbury  j  fee,  they  fqueeze. 
And  fign  fome  bloody  Bargain  with  that  Kifs, 
H$w.  Blue  Pefiilence  and  Poifon  blaft  their  Lips! 
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O !  how  I  hate  this  Tribe  of  kifling  Courtiers. 
There  is  fome  Flavour  in  a  Woman's  Breath  j 
And  Nature  bids  us  meet  it  with  a  Guft. 
But  thefe  new  Kiflers,  with  their  Spmijh  Air, 
Make  Perjury  conclude,  where  Luft  begins. 
But  Friends,  retire,  for  he  advances  now  j 
Think  of  our  Honefty,  and  hope  Succefs. 

Car,  Heav'n,  who  infpires  it,  profper  thy  Intent* 
We  bend  another  way,  refolv*d  to  fearch 
Myfterious  Cobham's  Mind,  and  prove  if  yet 
He  mints  new  Treafons  in  his  fertile  Brain. 

How.  Farewell  5  remember  that  the  Brave  Man's  Friend 
Ads  in  the  Room  of  Providence  it  felf. 
And  makes  up  all  unequal  Lotts  of  Heav'n. 


SCENE  II. 
Gmdamor,  Howard, 

Cmd,  I  fear,  good  Captain,  that  my  long  Delay 
Has  made  the  Time  wear  tedious  on  your  hands. 
But  you  muft  charge  it  on  this  Midnight  Council. 
You  Englijh  have  a  ftrange  debating  Vein, 
And  preface  ev'ry  Trifle  with  a  Speech  j 
Spin  out  the  Time  with  Reafons  and  Replies, 
And  yet  are  ftubborn  to  your  firft  Refolves. 

Hon?.  There  are,  I  own,  my  Lord,  peculiar  Faults 
To  ev'ry  Nation  5  that,  perhaps,  is  ours. 

iwilh  we  had  no  more  -my  Country V Failings 

I  hate  and  pity,  yet  I  love  my  Country. 

Ghnd,  I  know  thoudoft^  and  that  fways  much  with  me, 

Truft 
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Truft  me,  I  hold  no  Conference  or  League 

But  with  the  Virtuous  Men  who  love  their  Country. 

But  Fits  of  undefigning  Mirth  break  forth 

With  jovial  Tempers,  which  their  Friends  forgive. 

Hoi»,  I  hope  the  wife  Ambaflador  of  Spatin 
"Wakes  not  at  this  late  Seafon  of  the  Night, 
For  fportivc  Mirth,  or  ftarch'd  Civilities. 

Gmd.  No,  Hmard' —  I  have  longobferv'd  thy  Worth> 
There's  fomething  pleafing  in  thy  rugged  Virtue, 
Which  makes  me  willi  to  call  its  Owner  Friend: 
Know  then,  to  give  an  Earneft  of  my  Heart, 
Already  I  have  mov*d  the  Gracious  King— — — 

How,  For  what,  my  Lord  ?— —  

Gmd.  To  raife  thee  to  Command, 
Not  ferve,  and  drudge  beneath  Inferior  Merit. 

How.  I  thank  my  Lordj  but 'tis  of  Fortune's  Hand 
What  Rank  I  hold  j  my  Service  is  my  own. 
And  that,  next  Heav'n,  my  Sovereign  fhall  command, 
Gund.  O  i  that  my  Mafter,  in  his  Empire's  Bound, 
Wide  as  it  lies  from  Eajl  to  Wefiern  Sun, 
Could  boafl:  a  hundred  Subjeds  like  to  thee!  [wract* 
How.  l^/ide,']  I'd  rather  hear  a  Storm  that  threatens  Ship- 
Than  bear  a  fingle  Breath  of  fuch  vile  Flattery !  ^— 
But  how,  my  Lord,  muft:  I  deferve  the  Grace 
Your  Favour  promifes?  - 

Gmd.  With  wondrous  Eafe: 
You  well  remember  when  your  Naval  Pow'r 
(Raleigh  was  then  your  Admiral)  fet  forth 
To  feek  Adventures  in  the  New-found  World. 
You  know  your  cunning  Captain  fool'd  you  on 
With  Golden  Hopes,  and  fold  your  Blood  and  Lives, 
To  drefs  his  Naked  Vanity  anew, 

B  With 
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With  falfe  Difcoveries,  and  pretended  Conquefts. 
Uiso.  Hold  ir.y  Rcfentment  for  a  Moment  now. 
Cmd.  This  Voyage  I  would  have  thee  mark  with  care> 
Minute  down  each  Exploit  from  Coaft  to  Coaft, 
Schemes,  Councils,  Adions,  and  Events. 

Give  me  this  Paper  Thou  art  Admiral. 

How.  Does  Spain  beftow  the  Dignities  oiEnglmd} 
Gund.  Fear  not,  but  truft  thy  Hopes  to  Gumlanm. 
Hw.  It  cannot  be;  the  Fortune  of  my  Friends. 
My  Fame;  a  Soldier's  Fame  forbids  me. 

Gund.  For  RMgh,  hold  his  Life  at  nothing, 
His  Death  isfign'd,  and  only  now  deferr'd 
Becauiethe  ^ten  is  ill.  the  Pious  Council 
(Curfe  on  their  fqueamifti  B.gUJh  Appetites!; 
At  this  fad  Seafon  can  digeft  no  Blood. 
'Hw.  This  Secret  may  be  ufeful  to  my  Friend.  {AJide. 
Gund.  Thy  Friendfhip  thus  is  cancell'd  by  the  Grave: 
Be  wife,  and  bury  thy  falfe  Honour  there; 
Then  mount  upon  the  Tomb,  and  reach  the  Prize 

That  bends  to  tempt  thee  

HOW.  Curs'd  Temptation! 
Thus  1  rejeft  thee  with  a  Soldier's  Scorn. 
Now  witnefs  Heav'n!  the  Friendrtiip  that  I  bear 
Depends  not  on  the  fcanty  line  of  Life, 
But  twifts  around  all  Relatives  of  Rdeigh. 
And  1  muft  tell  thee,  mighty  as  thou  art, 
-Lord  Gundamor,  that  I  had  rather  kill 
Ten  Thoufand  Sfaniards  for  a  Soldier's  Pay; 
Than  fell  one  Grain  of  Honour  for  an  Empire.  \_Exit. 
Gundamor  folus. 
-Proud  Virtuous  Fool!  the  firft  whom  I  have  known 
Of  aU  his  Countrymen  refufe  a  Bribe. 
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Thefe  are  the  Fruits  of  Raleigh's  Difcipline; 

He  fills  them  with  the  Pride  of  Rowan  Greatnefs, 

The  Love  of  Virtue,  and  Contempt  of  Danger, 

And  nurfes  future  Terrors  for  our  Spain, 

But  I  have  flill  more  Engines  at  Command^ 

While  Salisbury  cries  Juftice  to  his  Mafter, 

Wade^  under  Colour  of  Officious  ServicCj 

Shall  draw  new  Treafons  from  his  Prifoner's  Mouth: 

He  loves  to  talk  and  that  (hall  be  his  Snare. 

Yes,  fpitc  of  him,  and  all  his  Fa6i:ious  Brood, 

The  Kingdom's  Honour  and  the  Publick  Good, 

My  Spanijh  Plots  and  Treafure  fhall  fucceed, 

And  make  the  Valiant  Grey-hair'd  Traitor  bleed.  [Exit" 


SCENE   IIL   Lady  RalelghV  Houfe. 
"Biter  Lady  Raleigh. 
Thrice  have  I  try'd  to  fold  my  felf  in  Sleep, 
But  Heav'n  has  fet  a  Watch  upon  my  Eyes, 
And  bars  the  courted  Gueft  from  entring  therc^ 
It  muft  imports  ■      -    for  I  have  long  obferv'd. 
When  Death  or  Danger,  with  a  hafly  Wing, 
Sped  to  this  wretched  Houfe— ——-t  ftill  was  fo, 
O!  my  foreboding  Heart!  my  Lord!  my  Raleighl 
Perhaps  e'en  now  fome  cold  unwholfome  Damp 
(The  deadly  Inmate  of  a  Prifon's  Walls,) 
Arrefts  the  vital  Current  in  its  Courfe. 
Or  He,  now  conquered  by  protraded  Wrongs—-—— 
Ungenerous  Thought!  Forgive  me,  O  my  Raleighl 
For  well  I  know  thy  Heart  and  Fear  are  Strangers^ 
Nor  wouldfl:  thou  for  the  World  contract  the  Shame 

B  z  Of 


Walter  RaleigHc 

Of  that  bafe  Cowardice,  to  die  unfummon'd. 

Enter  Young  Raleigh. 
My  Son,  give  Comfort  to  thjr  Mother's  Heart, 
.For  fure  it  wants  it  much. 

X^Ra,  Wha,t  Caufe  of  Grief 
Can  rack  my  Mother's  Heart  when  I  am  nigh"? 
Or  has  her  Son,  unconfcious  of  his  Guilr, 
Rais'd  up  this  Storm  of  Sorrow  ?  then  direft, 
'JDire£l  it  all  upon  this  hated  Head. 

L,Ra.  Thou  art  the  Light  of  ihefe  declining  Eye^, 
My  Age's  ,CGmforr5  and  thy  Houfe's  Guardian. 
But  Ch!  thou  know'ft,  fince  firfi:  this  plighted  Hand 
Was  to  thy  Father's  given,  whit  Trains  of  Woe, 
Scene  after  Scene,  fucceffively  difaftrous. 
Have  been  the  Objc(fts  of  thy  Mother's  Eyes. 
1  will  not  fay,  v^^hen  abfent  from  my  Bed, 
How  this  fond  aking  Heart  has  bitxi  for  him; 
How  watch'd  the  thundering  Mine  at  Midnight  Sieges, 
Throbb'd  in  the  War,  and  fickcn'd  in  the  Storm. 
But  oh  /  the  laft,  the  kfl:  decifive  Stroke, 
When,  warm  with  Joy  of  Liberty  regained, 
He  fled  the  de-^r  Embraces  of  a  Wife, 
For  fancied  Conquefls  on  the  Indian  Shore. 

r.  Ra.  Thus  to  recall  the  Thoughts  of  paft  Diftrefs, 
Is  adding  double  Weight  to  all  your  Woes. 
Who  wou'd  wake  Jkeping  Grief,  or  with  new  Stings 
Arm  the  dead  Scorfwnj  Care} 

L.Ra,  I  tell  thee,  Sod, 
Green  are  thofe  Sorrows,  and  ftill  flouriih  here. 
Can  I  forget,  that  on  that  lucklefs  Day, 
All  that  was  left  of  us,  the  fad  Remains 
Of  ruined  Fortune,  gather 'd  on  a  Heap, 
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Were  fent  a  Venture  to  the  Winds,  and  Seas? 
Nay,  did  not  Fate  encompafs  all  his  Friends 
Within  the  Line  of  Raleigh's  Miieries  ? 

Y.Ra.  Madam,  'tis  too  unkind  to  wound  me  fol 
And  this  Remembrance  may  be  calW  Reproach  j 
By  all  the  Ties  of  Filial  Love,  no  more  — 

L  Ra.  Talk'fl  thou  of  Filial  Love,  in  fuch  a  Strain 

As  fpeaks  Command  r  Heavens!  I  had  once  a  Soa- — ^ 

Yes,  I  will  pi<aure  him,  *til!  thy  glowing  Cheeks 

Redden  with  Shame  Thcfe  Eyes  (hail  ne'er  behold 

A  Form  fo  delicate,  all  other  Youths 

Seem'd  cold  and  lifelefs  Images  to  him. 

A  Soul  fo  rich  in  Virtue,  it  chaftis'd 

Vice  without  Speech,  and  utter'd  thro'  his  Eyes 

Silfint  Perfuafi  )n5  in  the  Field  of  War 

Cautious  as  Age,  and  daring  as  Defpair, 

Yet  humble  as  the  Conquer'd  when  vidorious, 

Y.Ra.  I  own  m.y  Brother's  Praife,  and  would  hav€tfy*d 
To  copy  the  fair  Pattern  of  his  Virtues. 
But  you  

L.Ra,  'Tis  true;  my  Heart  conceives  thy  Meaning; 
I  would  not  let  thee  try  the  Chance  of  War, 
Nor  truft  ill  Fortune,  like  a  Prodigal, 
With  all  my  Store  at  once.  I  gave  too  much, 
When  I  confented  to  thy  Brother's  Death, 

Y.Ra.  You  only  gave  his  a6bive  Spirit  room 
To  range  at  large,  and  emulate  my  Sire. 
What  tho'  he  fell  ?  fell  in  his  youthful  Bloom  T' 
Who  meafares  Glory  by  the  Length  of  Days? 

L.Ra.  'Twas  thus  thy  Father  talk'd ;  vaki  empty  Wordr* 
Of  Honour,  Glory,  and  immortal  Fame. 
Can  tbefe  recall  the  Spirit  from  its  Place^ 

B  ?  Or 
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Or  re-infpire  the  breathlefs  Clay  with  Life? 
What,  tho'  your  Fame,  with  all  its  thoufand  Trumpets, 
Sound  o'er  the  Sepulchre,  will  that  awake 
The  fleeping  Dead,  and  give  me  back  my  Son  ? 

No  no— — 

Emr  MefTenger  vptih  a  Letter  to  Young  RaleighJ 

T.  Ra,  O  for  a  Word  of  Comfort  now! 

L.R^.  Who  talks  of  Comfort  to  a  Wretch  like  me? 
This  is  the  Houfe  of  Sorrow,  here  it  dwells, 
And  multiplies  a  Race  of  unbleft  Children, 

Mef,  I  know  not  what  this  Letter  may  contain. 
My  Mafter  gave  it  with  an  earned  Look, 
And  faid  the  Bulinefs  fpoke  its  own  Excufe.  [Exit, 

[Y.  Ra.  read'i'ig  thi  Um^* 

L.Ra,  I  read  Diforder  in  thy  Face:  O  fpeak» 
Speak,  my  Son:  Silence  now  is  Cruelty, 
And  mufters  in  my  Thoughts  a  thoufand  Ills, 
All  killing  as  the  worft  can  be,  when  known, 

r.  Ra,  My  Father.. 

L.  Ra,  Is  dead,  you  fay  » 

2;  Ra.  No. 

L.Ra.  Blcft  be  the  Tongue  that  fpoke  fo  fweetaTruth! 

r.  Ra,  He  lives,  but  holds  his  Life  in  fuch  fufpence. 
He  has  no  Surety  for  to-morrow's  Sun. 
Read  there  — 

[L.Ra.  read^. 

Your  lather's  Death,  by  the  Management  (?/Gundamo^' 
and  Salisbury,  is  this  Night  determined.  The  Execu- 
tion is  delafd,  for  a  Reafon  I  hope  will  prevent  any 

 The  only  Expedient  I  can  advife  is,  to  renew  your 

Mdreffes  to  Salisbury's  Daughter. 

Your  Friend  Howard, 


Walter  Raleigh. 

L.  Ra,  O  crooked  Politician  Salishury\ 
Thcfe  are  the  Triumphs  of  thy  plotted  Spleen: 
Deep-thinking  Trayror!  how  does  thy  falfe  Heart, 
Studious  of  Mifchief,  hunting  bafe  Revenge, 
Enjoy  the  Widow's  Woes,  and  Orphan's  Tears! 

X.Ra.  And  muft  I  mix  with  his  iiifeftious  Race, 
And  takte  the  Daughter  from  the  bloody  Hand 
Frefh  with  the  Slaughter  of  a  murdered  Father? 
Are  thefe  the  Cordials  gen'rous  Hoivard  gives  ? 

L.  Ra.  Loft  in  the  haftv  Fore-fight  of  our  Woes, 
The  fad  Alternative  efcap'd  my  Thought. 
Hovpartl  zdviks  well;  be  rhou,  my  Son, 
A  Fence  betwixt  our  falling  Houfe,  and  Fate, 
Repent  the  guilty  RaHinefs  of  Neglc<fV, 
And  court  the  flighted  Maid  with  humble  Vows, 
Affift,  contrive,  invent,  implore,  ■  ■  m. 

Do  any  thing  to  fave  thy  Father's  Life, 

r.  jR/».  All  Things  that  will  not  mif-become  his  Son, 
And  bring  Difhonour  on  our  Houfe  and  Name. 
No,  fince  the  Spring  has  run  untainted  yet,. 
From  itsfirft  Flowing  to  its  fuUeft  Streao), 
Let  not  Pollution  ftain  it  in  the  End. 

L.Ra.  Go:  It  is  no  Difgrace  to  ufe  the  Means 
That  Providence  points  out  for  our  Deliv'rance  j 
But  to  reject  them,  is  to  tempt  the  Blow 
To  fall  with  double  Weight  Tho'  Salisbury 

Breaths  Wrath,  Revenge  and  Cruelty; 
Yet  is  the  fair  Olympia  good,  and  kind, 
Kind  as  the  Charities  of  dying  Saints, 
And  tender  as  the  Vows  of  parting  Friends. 
Hafte,  and  forget  that  Salhiurfs  her  Father. 

T.Ra,  Oh!  that  I  could  ~ 

L.^t*.  Still,  ftill  inflexible:  B  4  Hard* 
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Hard-hearted  Boy.  Thou  art  not  fure  the  Sott 

Of  Raleigh's  Blood  j  this  Bofom  never  bore 

Thy  helplefs  Infancy,  nor  prefs'd  thy  Cheeks 

To  thefe  fond  Lips,  then  look'd,  and  blefs'd  our  Loves, 

And  prophefy'd  a  thoufand  Joys  to  come. 

O!  I  can  bear  no  more— —rife  up,  my  Soul, 

In  Bitternefs  of  Sorrow  yet  1  cannot  now^. 

While  I  behold  that  dear  Rcfemblance  there ! 

How  his  lov'd  Father  flatters  in  his  Face ! 

Then  I  niuft  try  alone  Refolve,  my  Son, 

Prevent  the  Vengeance  of  a  Father's  Blood, 
And  fesr  the  Curfes  of  a  Zvlotber's  Wrath, 
A  Widow'd  Mother  {ExH^ 
r.  Ri^j  Which  way  fhall  I  turn  ? 

If  ro  Olym^ia,  I  mull  wrong  my  Fame, 
And  injure  herj  for  tho'  /he  could  believe, 

i  cannot  love  to  counterfeit  is  bjafe, 

And  cruel  too  5  difiembi'd  L^ove  is  hke 

The  Poifon  of  Perfumes,  a  killing  Swcetncfs: 

Hl^t  then,  my  Father  Oh !  thofe  cutting  Words* 

A  Widowed  Mother,  Widow'd  by  my  Crime ! 
That,  that  will  ring  for  ever  in  my  Ears, 
Rife  up  in  Biufhes  on  my  guilty  Cheeks, 
Knock  at  my  Breaft,  and  ask  if  Tm  a  Son. 

Forgive  me  then,  ye  faithful  Nymphs  and  Swains, 
Teach  me  to  look  like  you,  to  fteal  your  Pains, 
To  mak^e  difTembPd  Tears  fuccefsful  ftart. 
And  dropping  fcem  to  cool  the  Love-fick  Heart: 
Then  when  you  view  me  ftruggling  in  the  Snare 
Of  lying  Fears,  Tick  Hopes,  and  falfe  Defpair, 
For  the  fad  Tryal  let  your  Pity  plead; 
And  Heav'tt  who  made  the  Caufe,  cxcufc  the  Deed ! 
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ACT  II.   SCENE  I. 

SCENE  An  Apartment  ht  the  T'ovjer. 
5/>  Walter  Raleigh,  folus, 

NO  T  yet  the  Shadows  of  retreating  Night 
Difperfe,  nor  dawns  the  Day-fpring  from  on  high  i 
And  yet  I  thank  thee,  Heav'n,  I  blefs  thy  PowV, 
That  has  unfeal'd  my  Eyes,  and  v/ak'd  my  Sou! 
To  Life,  to  Adion,  and  to  think  on  thee. 
There  is  no  Inftant  in  the  Tide  of  Time, 
But  Man  may  feize,  and  fill  the  vacant  Spacer 
With  ufeful  Searches  of  improving  Thought.  ' 
The  Light  attradls  him  with  ten  thoufand  View^s 
Offering  her  Objefts  to  the  Senfe  unfought. 
That  ask,  and  court,  and  prefs  him  to  be  known. 
Then  foon  as  Night  fucceeds,  the  darkened  Air 
Warns  him  to  fweet  Retreat,  and  filent  Mufino*. 
That  trace  the  paft  Ideas  thro'  the  Brain, 
Now  mix.  and  now  divide  the  various  Fleap^ 
Then  form  a-new  the  feparated  ICinds, 
Trying  all  ways  to  feed  the  greedy  Soul 
Thus  even  here  Tm  happy,  thus  di^join'd 
From  Pom.ps  and  Thrones,  from  Camps  and  noify  War, 
The  boafted  Scenes  and  Glory  of  my  Youth. 
Well'         they  are  paft 5  this  Prifon  now  is  all, 
And  this  I  will  enjoy         ■  .  there's  fomething  here, 
I  never  tailed  in  tJie  Coui^ts  of  King$, 
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'Enter  Wade. 

Wade,  Health  to  my  noble  Gueft>  for  fuch  a  Name 
Alone  becomes  the  valiant  Kak'tgh*%  Worth : 
The  plainer  Name  of  Prifoner  fhould  be  chang'd, 
When  he  who  wears  it,  merits  not  the  Shame. 

Sir  W,Ra.  How  fay 'ft  thou?  Flattery  in  a  Prifon  too! 
Why  then  I  may  be  Env/s  Objeft  ftill: 
But  hear  me,  where  has  thy  unlucky  Tongue 
Learnt  this  vile  Leflbn,  this  unmanly  Art  ? 
Haft  been  at  Court,  and  feen  a  fawning  Lord 
Watching  the  Motion  of  a  Favourite's  Eye, 
V/hh  fuch  an  earneft  Care  as  holy  Men 
Exprefs  in  Pidlure  to  fome  darling  Saint  ? 

Pfade.  The  beft  Denial  is  to  flatter  on.  [^^dg. 
Thou  know'ft  me  not  5  for  my  plain-fpeaking  Heart 
Difdains  to  give,  as  much  as  thine  to  take, 
Such  fervile  Incenfe  as  unjuft  Applaufe: 
But  when  I  fee  the  Man,  whofe  long-try'd  Faith-, 
Whofe  Virtue,  Courage,  and  fuperior  Merit, 
Have  raised  his  Countr)'s  Glory  to  the  Sky; 
This  Man  in  fpite  of  Fortune  I  will  praife : 
Yes,  I  will  blefs  hini,  tho'  a  Monarch  frown. 
Adore  him  in  the  Minute  of  Difgrace, 
And  think  his  Wrongs  his  Country's  juft  ReproachJ 

SirW.Ra,  Take  heed  of  this  thy  too  officious  Zeal>  ;  j 
Or  thy  Integrity  may  coft  thee  dear. 
I  find  that  I  miftook,  and  now  confefs- 
Thou  art  indeed  unread  in  Politicks; 
And  much  a  Stranger  to  the  Arts  of  Courts. 
Bur  knew,  that  Virtue  may  be  Criminal: 
And  he  who  dares  to  doubt  fa  fair  a  Truth, 
Sets  himfclf  up  obnoxious  to  that  Pow'r 

Which 
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which  makes  it  fo.   Again,  I  fay,  take  heed. 

Wade,  111  have  I  learnt  the  Leffons  of  the  Wife, 
If  this  falfe  Science  muft  debauch  my  Mind> 
If  all  the  fair  Impreflions  on  my  Soul, 
By  moral  Sages  taught,  muft  be  eras'd. 
And  damn'd  Hypocrify  ufurp  the  Place. 

Sir  W.  Ra,  Thou  muft  unlearn  the  Maxims  of  thy  Youth 
They  are  no  Guides  in  this  corrupted  Age. 
Go,  blot  thefe  idle  Fancies  from  thy  Brain, 
If  e'er  thou  hop'ft  to  merit  a  Reward, 
Or  rife  above  the  i  evel  of  the  c  rowd. 
But  if  thou  canft  poflefs  thy  Soul  in  Peace, 
And,  bearing  Wrongs,  complain  to  Heav'n  alone, 
A  Cloyfter  may  become  thee,  not  the  World. 

M^aJe,  'Tis  true,  the  Court,  the  City,  and  the  Camp 
Smell  rank  of  Vice  j  Buffoons  and  Parafites 
Make  Virtue  fick,  fhaming  the  modeft  Ear 
To  Deafnefs :  Ev'ry  good  Man's  Fam« 
Is  wounded,  while  deftroying  Calumny 
Feeds,  and  looks  fair,  upon  the  Prey  of  Honour.' 
How  often  have  I  heard  their  faucy  Tongues 
Arraign  thee  in  their  Mirth,  and  call  thee  Traitor? 

Sir  W,  Ra,  O  Reputation !  dearer  far  than  Life, 
Thou  precious  Balfam,  lovely,  fweet  of  Smell, 
Whofe  Cordial  Drops  once  fpilt  by  fome  rafh  Hand, 
Not  all  thy  Owner's  Care,  ncr  the  repenting  Toil 
Of  the  rude  Spiller,  ever  can  colled 
To  its  firft  Purity,  and  native  Sweetncfi. 

Wade.  Oh,  the  Corruption  reaches  higher  fiill! 
For  now  the  very  Pulpits  learn  to  flatter  5 
The  grave  Divines  but  look  afquint  to  Heav'n, 
Then  level  all  their  Rhetorick  at  the  King : 
While  he    ■■     .  Sir 
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Sir  M^,  Ra,  Reflrain  thy  rr^ad  licentious  Tongue. 
Wouldft  thou  traduce  thy  SovVeign  in  thy  Folly  j. 
And  think  my  Ears  can  fuffer  the  Reproach? 

Rafli  Man  1  fee  the  Purpofe  of  thy  Heart, 

And  read  Betrayer  thro'  the  thin  Difguife. 

Thus  Guralamor  and  Cecil  fight  their  Foes. 

Heav'ns !  that  the  trifling  Life  of  one  poor  Mati  / 

Should  be  the  Caufe  of  fo  much  Guilt  in  others! 

Let  them  plot  on  1  have  a  Part  within. 

Their  Malice  cannot  reach  —Yes,  yes,  my  Sou],, 

Thf>u  fhalt  be  feafted  with  a  rich  Repaft, 

The  grave  Hiftorian,  and  the  moral  Sage, 

The  Searching  Minds  that  fcorn  to  be  confin'd 

Oa  this  dim  Spot,  but  travel  to  the  Seats 

Of  nobler  Beings,  and  more  finifli'd  Worlds, 

All  call,  and  wait  on  thee.    The  Mufes  Song 

Breaths  near,  to  temper  the  Fatigue  of  Thought. 

Hail  blefl  Companions  of  my  lonely  Hours ! 

Better  converfe  whole  Ages  with  the  Dead, 

Pore  on  a  broken  Marble,  to  retrieve 

A  fmgle  Letter  of  a  brave  Man's  Name, 

Who  dy'd  at  Marathon,  or  Agencourt-^ 

Than  fpend  one  Moment  with  Deceit  and  Vice.  f£;r//. 

IVoile.  Curfe  on  his  Artifice/  when  I  had  rais'd 
His  heavy  Phlegm,  and  warm'd  it  into  Motion, 
When  Treafon  trcmbi'd  on  my  longing  Lips, 
And  my  Soul  liften'd  for  an  eager  Aniwer, 
Then  to  fiart  back,  and  leave  aie  in  the  Maze 

Of  my  own  Folly         -      Hell!-    •  but  I  will 

Kew  Stratagems.    Before  it  v/as  Reward, 

Kow  'tis  Revenge,  that  puihcs  me  to  Gui^t,  [J^m, 


S  C  £  K  E 


4r/> Walter  Raleigh, 


Mm 


SCENE    II.    Another  Apartment  in  the  'T mef. 
Enter  Cobham,  Carew,  mdSir  Julius  Csefar. 

Cob.  Nay,  good  Sir  yHlms  Cafar,  urge  me  not, 
I  fpoke  of  no  Confpiracies,  or  Plots  j 
We  only  faid  the  State  was  dangerous  ill. 
Sick  of  a  wanton  Fcaver  in  her  Blood, 

That  wanted  cooling  ^This  was  all  we  faid.  ' 

You  fpeak  of  ir-any,  Cobham,    Who  faid  fo? 

Cob,  A  Lord,  mighty  Lord;  but  he  is  dead. 

Car.  And  was  that  all  the  Purport  of  your  Meeting? 
Such  diftant  Talk  is  ev*ry  Subjed's  Theme :  ' 
When  his  ill  Humour  works,  and  wants  a  Vent, 
His  Tongue  runs  riot,  and  arraigns  his  Mafters. 

?.C^f.  Plain  Words  arc  beft.    Confider,  Sir,  again. 
That  you  have  %n'd  a  Paper  with  your  Name, 
Accufing  Raleigh  of  a  horrid  Plot, 

Cob,  Heav'n!  have  I?  when?  where?  to  whom?Ha' 
Death! 

Death  is  an  ugly  Monfter,  full  of  Terror. 
Oh!  how  I  (hrink  and  fhudder  at  the  Sight 
See!  it  comes  armM  along;  Sin  walks  before. 
Clad  m  a  hideous  Robe  of  various  Dyes, 
And  Furies  follow  with  ten  thoufand  Whips 
Hide  me,  good  C^^far — ' 

Car.  Thefe  are  Stings  of  Guilt-  - 

Fear  not,  your  Pardon  has  been  Jong  obtain^ 

Cob  Am  I  then  pardon'd?  Yes,  the  Fiend  mires> 
i3id  Its  Companion  go,  that  %s  behind, 
A»4  in  a  Mirror  fliews  a  hundred  Shapes* 

All 
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All  Speftacles  of  Woe.  But  why  to  me, 

Thou  angry  Daemon  ?  Hence,  from  thefecokl  Walls, 

Vifit  the  Golden  Gates,  and  fretted  Roofs, 

Sit  heavy  on  the  wicked  Statefman*s  Down, 

Diflodge  the  God  of  Slumber  from  his  Eyes, 

And  tear  the  rotten  Heart  of  Salisbury. 

Car.  Still,  ftill  more  Symptons  of  a  giddy  Brain* 
But  Salisburfs  your  Friend,  he  gave  you  Life. 

Cob,  He  did,  70U  fay?  then  welcome  Life  again. 
Could  he  but  fcafon  it  with  proper  Joys, 
With  Health,  with  Innocence,  and  Peace  of  Soulj. 
Then  Salisbury  were  a  mighty  God  indeed, 
And  Cobham  would  fall  down,  and  worfhip  him. 
I.nter  Wade. 

Wade.  Thefe  Vifits,  Sirs,  may  be  of  dangerous  Weight  ^ 
It  is  the  King's  Command  that  you  retire,. 
And  leave  my  Prisoner  to  my  Charge—— 

Both.  We  obey.  [I.xmm\ 

Cob,  Why  (hould  you  keep  me  thus  in  Solitude? 
Difcourfe,  and  fweet  Converfe  with  Friends, 
Is  all  the  Balm  my  fickly  Heart  defires. 
Befide,  I  mention'd  nothing  of  the  Plot, 
Nothing  of  Brooke  or  Raleigh:  How  fliould  I? 
Were  I  a  fubtle  Sprite  that  fucks  the  Air, 
And  lives  on  Dew-drops  of  the  mifty  Morn, 
That  whifpers  Love  to  Maidens  in  their  Dreams, 
That  ftands  at  Statefmens  Elbows  in  their  Clofcr, 
And  didatcs  Blood  arid  Treafon  to  their  Hearts, 
Then  I  might  tell  of  Plots,  Intrigues,  and  Death, 
Of  falling  Kingdoms,  and  of  Worlds  on  Fire. 

Wade.  Peace,  idle  Mad-man— -know,  a  flrid  Com- 
mand, 

This 
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This  Day  is  giv'n,  that  you  reftrain  your  Tongue. 
On  this  Condition,  you  may  ftill  enjoy 
Whate'cr  the  Limits  of  thefe  Walls  afford. 
When  Fools  like  Cobham^  Traitors  will  commence. 
They  fliould  turn  Mad-men  in  their  own  Defence. 

[txemtl 


SCENE   III.   Salisbury^  Houfe. 
'Enter  Salisbury,  Olympia,  and  Florella, 

SttL  So,  my  Olymfta^  thou  art  now  refolv'd 
To  tear  this  idle  Paffion  from  thy  Bofom, 
Nor  ihock  thy  Father's  Fondnefs  by  thy  Folly, 
Believe  me,  Child,  were  not  my  Heart  and  Life 
Wrapped  up  in  thine,  and  ev'ry  Thought  of  thee 
Breath'd  an  uncommon  Tendernefs  of  Lovej 
Thy  firfl:  Offence  had  canceird  Nature's  Ties, 
Drove  thee  an  Outcaft  from  my  Race  and  Blood, 
And  left  thee  to  the  Curfe  of  Want,  and  Shame. 

Olym.  Why  was  I  made  that  wretched  Thing  I  am  f 

Sal  What  means  that  Sigh  that  trembl'd  on  thy  Lips? 
If  e'er  thou  think'fl:  of  Raleigh's  curfed  Race, 
Let  Indignation  fwell  thy  Cheek  to  Rage, 
Scorn  arm  thy  Brow,  and  lighten  in  thy  EyesJ 
Refledl  on  him,  as  thy  great  Father  does. 
As  of  a  Worm  of  Yefterday,  the  Child 
Of  angry  Fortune,  whom  (he  chofe  in  Sport, 
Tofs'd  round  the  World,  to  make  him  more  her  Scorn^I 
And  fpread  his  Infamy  in  ev'ry  Clime. 

Olym.  Forgive  me,  Sir,  if  I  have  heard  from  Fame 

That 


14     4y/>  Walter  Raleigh. 

That  once  a  Friendfbip,  ftronger  than  the  Love 
Gf  Woman,  faften'd  your  united  Hearts, 
Can  Hatred  flourifh  from  fo  fweet  a  Root? 

Sal  Tis  true,  I  nurs*d  his  Infancy  of  Greatnefs, 
*Till  he  grew  warm  in  Confidence  of  Pow'r, 
And  dar'd  to  climb  alone  5  then  I  flood  forth, 
And  crufh'd  the  Folly  of  my  own  Formation. 

Olym.  I  know  not  how,  but  fure  methinks  I  took 
The  firft  Impreflions  of  a  kind  Regard 
To  this  unhappy  Houfe,  from  Cecil's  Blood. 
Allow  me  Time  to  wear  away  the  Taint, 
Which,  as  my  Birth-right,  1  received  from  you. 
Think  but  what  Intervals  muft  lie  between 
Extremes  of  Hatred,  and  Extremes  of  Love, 
Nor  fancy  that  the  fweet  and  faited  Wave 
Are  ever  parted  by  a  fingle  Line. 

Sai  Thou  haft  prevailed  j  this  Day  (hall  be  thy  ovmy 
But  I  do  grant  it  with  a  Mifer's  Heart, 
And  in  the  A6t  of  giving  wifh  it  back.  [Exif^ 

Olym.  A  Day!  a  fingle  Day!  O  poor  Olymfia\ 
Can  a  Sun's  Journey  meafure  thy  Account 
Of  endlefs  Love!  O  Niggard,  cruel  Father  / 
All  other  Things  have  ftated  Space  of  Time, 
To  work  their  Periods,  and  attain  their  Ends  r 
EuGnefs  is  loft,  or  finifb*d  in  a  Day  5 
Wealth,  Honour,  Wifdom  are  the  Growth  of  Timc^. 
But  Love  is  only  at  one  Inftant  born. 
And  knows  no  Limit  to  confine  its  Life: 
Ev'n  at  the  Gate  of  Death,  the  fecming  Date 
Of  our  Duration,  Love  looks  forward  ftill, 
And  promifes  ten  thoufand  Years  to  come. 

Jfcr.  Complain  not,  Madam  j  for  Almighty  Love 

Work^ 
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Works  Miracles  5  at  once  begins,  and  ends. 
Rather  improve  the  Minutes  which  are  left. 
And,  while  your  Father's  Abfence  gives  you  leave, 
Prepare  to  meet  the  long-expedled  Youth, 

Olym;  Alas,  Florella,  tell  me  fo  no  more. 
Four  Moons  already  have  I  fighy  alone. 
And  with  repeated  , Prayers  invoked  his  Name  5 
But  he,  or  deaf,  or  fearful  of  our  Fates, 
Shuns  the  fad  Triumph  of  his  conquering  Eyes. 

Tlor,  Suppofe  he  came,  fuppofe  Fl&r^lla  knew 
He  haO:en$  to  thee  wich  a  Lover's  Pace. 

Olym.  Suppofe  I  thou  deareft  Child  of  flattering  Hope, 
Big  with  Delight,  and  prodigal  of  Blifs  3 
Shall  I  embrace  thee  with  a  Mother's  Foncnefs  ? 
No,  Thou  art  fet  at  Diflance  from  my  Eyes, 
And  it  were  Madnefs  but  to  wifTi  thee  near. 

Flor.  Forgive  the  Cruelty  that  check'd  thy  Joysj 
And  fee,  the  prcmi^'d  Bleffing  is  at  Hand. 

Fnter yomg  Raleigh. 

Olym,  Tis  he  indeed  Support  me,  dear  Tlorella, 

T,Ra,  When  Beauty  languiflies,  the  Taint  becomes 
A  general  Evil,  and  the  finking  Fair 
Has  Power  to  fadden  ev'ry  Object  nigh. 

Olym.  No  Raleigh!  poor  Olympic  has  no  Churns 3 
What  once  there  was  (if  any  once  there  were) 
Are  loft  in  pining  Grief,  and  haplefc  Love.  '[Sl^hs^ 

Fior.  I  am  too  near  a  Witnefs  of  the  Truth, 
TJbe  fad  Accomptant  of  the  joylefs  Days, 
The  wakeful  Nights,  the  fudden-burfting  Sighs, 
The  trembling  Nerves,  and  endlefs  Floods  of  Tears 5 
And  thou  the  Caufe  of  al],  proud  cxuq]  Raletgh. 

[Unveils  her. 
Behold 
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Behold  the  precious  Spoils  of  thy  Difdain! 

X.Ra,  What  a  rich  Feaft  the  canker  Grief  has  made! 

[Looking  at  hen 
How  has  it  fuckM  the  Rofes  of  thy  Cheeks, 
And  drank  the  liquid  Chryilal  of  thy  Eyes! 
Love  fure  will  once  a  cruel  Reckoning  make 
With  that  rafh  Heart,  that  fcorn'd  his  noblefl:  Prize. 

Olym.  The  Debt  is  thine,  but  much  may  he  forgive. 

On  a  relentlefs  rigid  Father's  Score. 

r.K^.  Indeed  weVe  both  unhappy  in  our  Fathers. 

Olym,  Thine  is  beyond  the  reach  of  Fortune*s  PowV, 
And  mine,  I  fear,  abufesit  too  much. 

T.  Ra.  If  ftill  to  perfecute  the  wSons  of  Woe, 
And  hunt  lodg*d  Sorrow  from  its  laft  Retreat, 
A  poor  bafe  Prifon,  to  a  bloody  Death, 
If  this  be  lawlefs  PowW  this  Ceri/does, 

Does  to  his  Blood  his  Daughter  fays  (he  loves. 

Olym,  *Tis  a  hard  Tryal^ —  but  it  muft  be  made—— 

Scatter  the  Shades  that  hang  upon  thy  Brow, 
Look  kindly,  Youth,  and  kindle  up  my  Soul, 
To  prove  that  Love  is  ftronger  than  Revenge. 

r.Ra.  What  canft  thou  do  againft  the  Streams  of  Wrath, 
The  Plots  of  Gundamor,  and  Wealth  of  Spain} 

Olym.  1  know  the  Fondnefs  of  my  Father's  Heart, 
And  I  will  try  and  pierce  it  to  the  quick. 
Yes,  he  fliall  feel  the  Force  of  Woman's  Tears  j 
Thefe  Hands  (liall  hold  him,  on  thefe  wretched  Knees, 
Dragg'd,  wounded,  torn,  I  willpurfue  him  ftillj 
No  Sound  fhall  reach  him,  but  repeated  Cries 
Of  Mercy,  Mercy,  *till  his  Soul  relents, 
In  kind  Compliance  with  his  Daughter's  Voice. 
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r  R^.  The  Breath  of  foft  Perfuafion  warm  thy  Lips! 

Ohm.  But  wilt  thou  then  be  wondrous  kind,  andiovc? 

r.R/»*  O  my  Soul  longs  and  fickens  for  the  Hour^ 
Till  Fate  and  Honour  give  it  leave  to  love ; 
Till  thy  bleft  Tongue  has  charm'd  thy  Father's  Wrath; 
Then  I  would  fly  with  Eagernefs  of  Joy, 
Kneel  at  thy  Feet,  and  print  the  faci'cd  Truth 
With  untold  Kifles  on  thy  faving  Hand. 

O^m,  Heav'n  whifpers  me,  the  Minute  comes  apacel 
Then,  in  remembrance  of  Olymfift's  Vow, 
Go,  wipe  away  the  dew  of  Grief  that  hangs 
On  ev'ry  Branch  of  thy  unhappy  Race. 

And  now  ye  faithful  Lovers  Shades  of  old, 
Whofe  Spirits  once  informed  the  Female  Mould} 
Who,  for  the  Charms  of  fome  fuccefsful  Youth, 
Have  prov'd  bleft  Miracles  of  Love  and  Truth  i 
Defcend,  and  give,  ye  fair  Celcftial  Throng, 
Fire  to  my  Heart,  and  xMufick  to;  my  Tongue; 
So  be  it  faid,  fmce  Greece  and  Rome  decayed, 
Their  Deeds  are  equalW  by  an  EngUp^  Maid.  lEsmt] 
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ACT  III.   SCENE  I. 

SCENE    in  the  T^ower. 

'Enter  Howard  md  Wade. 

now.  VJOT  fee  him!  By  the  Ghofts  of  all  our 

^  Friends, 
Who  dy'd  for  Glory  on  Guiam's  Shore, 
1  muft,  I  will  embrace  the  Man  I  love. 

TVaJe.  Thy  felf  a  Prisoner,  and  thy  Friend  a  Slave,; 
Worfe  than  a  HiackeW  Slave,  a  Wretch  condemned! 
Are  thefe  Encouragements  for  mighty  Words, 
Or  windy  Speeches  of  imperious  Will? 

How,  But  I  will  talk,  thou  idle  Tool  of  State. 
Have  we  traced  Nature  to  her  utmoft  Line, 
And  join'd  new  Nations  to  the  ^een  of  Ifist 
To  be  thus  caged,  and  bark'd  at  by  a  Dog  ? 

Wade,  Yes,  you  have  filPd  your  Hands  with  foreign  Spoils  ^ 
And  if  you  fought,  you  have  your  own  Reward. 

Horp.  131-judging  Inflrument  of  lawful  Pow'r! 
Thou  canft  command  when  Danger  is  not  near> 
And  walk  the  tame  and  lazy  Round  of  Peace. 
But  dar'ft  thou  fearch  thy  Foe,  or  free  thy  Friend, 
Thro'  Blood  and  Horror  in  the  Sweat  of  War  5 
Would*ft  thou  not  wifh  for  thefe  protefting  Gates, 
Long  for  the  loweft  Cell  in  all  this  Shop 
Of  Darknefs,  to  conceal  thy  Coward  Palenefs  ? 

Wade,  Whatever  you  think  your  felves,  your  mighty  Deeds, 

Proud 
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Proud  Voyager !  are  not  spprov'd  at  Home. 

Horo,  Thus  it  has  ever  been:  when  gen'rous  Breafts 
$wcll  with  an  Enterprize  of  high  Exploits, 
Some  home-bred  Faftion  hinders  the  Succefs. 
Then  Envy  roufes  Rumour  from  her  Cave, 
Who,  thro*  the  loud-tongu'd  Pipe  of  falfe  Report, 
Spreads  Damps  and  Weaknefs  o'er  the  Minds  of  McL^ 
'Tillpublick  Good  is  loft  in  private  Fears: 
Elfe,  great  Eliza!  ftrange  remoter  Lands, 
Than  that  diltinguifhM  by  thy  Virgin  Name, 
Had  wore  the  Title  of  the  Maiden  Queen. 

Wade.  A  Seaman's  Vanity,  and  Chymift's  Hopes, 
Are  likely  Means  to  make  a  Nation  great ! 

How,  A  Sword!  a  Sword!  fome  loftrument  of  Death 
To  curb  his  Tongue,  and  fweeten  juft  Revenge! 
Defert  me,  Heav'n !  in  ev'ry  other  Cauie, 
Unbrace  my  Sinews  in  the  Field  of  Death, 
Wither  my  Strength,  and  let  my  Faulchion  fall 
Guiltlefs  of  Blood  upon  ray  finking  Foe ! 
Bat  now  fupply  me,  when  my  Friend  is  wrong'd. 

Wade.  My  quick  Return  fhall anfv^Y  your  Requeft.  J^Exk* 

How.  Will  he!   ^and  can  a  Villain  be  fo  brave? 

He  may. — -  For  often  Vice,  provoked  to  Shame^ 
Borrows  the  Colour  of  a  virtuous  Deed. 
Thus  Libertines  are  chafte,  and  Mifers  good, 
A  Coward  valiant,  and  a  Prieft  fincere. 
Now  if  he  come  on  any  Terms  like  thefe, 
I  thank  thee,  Gundamor,  for  all  fny  Wrongs. 

Enter  Wade  with  Guards. 
Wade,  There,  fs  ze  the  Prisoner  3  lead  him  to  his  Placed 
Where  he  may  vent  his  Spleen,  and  Rage  alone, 
Till  the  loud  Eccho  of  his  own  rafli  Tongue 
Shame  him  to  Madnefs.  Mow* 
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How,  Infulting  Coward! 
Damn'd  Hypocrite !  is  this  the  promised  Sword? 
Or  haft  thou  yet  one  low  Evafion  left, 
(For  Fear  and  Bafencfs  never  want  fuck  Arms) 
To  falve  thy  Honour,  and  retradi:  thy  Words? 
Do,  dear  Diffemblcr,  damn  thy  felf  at  oncej 
©eny  thy  Promife.-— — 

PFade,  I  care  not  what  I  faid> 
Nor  can  remember  it. 

How.  'Tis  well  for  thee. 
Thou  haft  the  fafeft  Refuge  for  thy  Guilt, 
The  ftupid  Calm  of  unrepenting  Sin : 
But  Memory  would  awake  the  fleepy  Storm, 
And  lofe  thee  in  a  Hurricane  of  Thought. 
Bur  hear  me,  Keeper;  if  thts  Arm  of  mine 
Be  free  to  wield  its  well-accuftom'd  Sword, 
And  thou,  or  any  of  thy  Race  furvive 
That  Day  of  Freedom,  they  (hall  wilh  and  pray 
That  Howard  could  forget,  as  well  as  thee. 

fVade.  Away,  away ;  the  prefent  Hour  is  mine. 
And  rU  truft  Fortune  with  my  future  Fears.  [Exetmtl 


SCENE  11. 
'Enter  Gundamor,  and  Salisbury. 
Cund.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  Traitor  Raleigh  li\reSi 
Lives  after  certain  Promiies  of  Death, 
To  (hame  my  Mafter,  and  abufe  my  Truft. 

Sal,  My  uord  Ambaflador,  your  Wifdom  knows 
That  in  the  faircft  Line  of  Politics, 
Some  Incident  may  turn  the  flowing  Points 

Awhile 
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Awhile,  to  deviate  from  the  purposed  End; 

But  that  removed,  the  moft  difccrning  Eye 

Scarce  fees  the  Stop,  none  judges  of  the  Caufc. 

So  is  it  now  with  us  in  our  DeGgn, 

The  Circumftance  of  Things,  not  we,  arc  chang'd. 

Befide,  the  Means  are  ever  in  our  Hands, 

And  his  Confinement  bnrrf  all  diftant  Fears. 

Cund.  And  yet  th'  imprifon'd  Bird,  once  flefli'd  with  Preyi 
Changes  not  Nature  by  his  clofe  Reftraint, 
His  Plumage  grows,  and  he  may  wing  abroad, 
As  once  before,  at  that  fair  Quarry,  Spain. 

Sal,  Worn  and  confam'd  with  ftudious  Sloth  and  Age,' 
AVhat  can  he  meditate,  or  what  perform, 
To  touch  the  Pow'r  of  thy  Imperial  Lord? 

Cund,  And  yet  I'd  give  a  Province  for  his  Head. 

Sal  I  know  not  how  he  grows  fo  terrible 
To  Foreign  Lands,  and  fo  defpis'd  at  home. 

Gund,  Becaufe  they  know  him  better,  who  have  felt 
The  Terror  of  his  Councils,  and  his  Arms, 
The  Striker  oft  forgets  the  Blow  he  gave. 
But  the  Wound  rankles  in  the  SufPrer's  Blood, 
And  quickens  ev'ry  Senfe  to  juft  Revenge. 
The  Wealth  of  Nations  loft,  or  taught  to  flow 
In  different  Channels  from  its  native  Source, 
Whole  Countries  plundered,  and  Armadas  funk, 
Leave  deep  ImprefTions  on  a  Spaniard's  Mind. 
Indeed  it  moves  old  Gundamor,  to  hear 
My  Friend,  my  good  Fiend  Cecil  plead  for  him. 

SaL  May  my  Tongue  lofe  her  Faculty  of  Speech, 
Cleave  to  the  Roof,  and  ftiffen  in  my  Throat,  . 
-Sooner  than  utter  one  unwary  Sound 
For  that  vile  Traitor'5  Life!  But  good  my  Lord, 

There 
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There  is  a  time  when  r^rinces  muft  he  deaf 
To  ev'ry  Call  but  one— — — 

Gmd.  I  find  it  fo. 
This  Deafnefs  now  is  grown  a  catching  Sicknels, 
It  reaches  Spain my  Mafter  too  is  dcafj  . 
And  tho'  the  loudeft  Minifter  at  Court 
Should  cry  an  Englkfh  Marriage  in  hi*  Ear, 
He  cannot  hear  otic  Word. 

SaL  Dear  GmdamcTf 
I  hope  you  fpeak  in  Mirth. 

Gund,  'Tis  facred  Truth, 
Howe'er  unfaftiion*d  in  the  Drefs  of  Words  ^ 
The  Treaty  ends,  if  he  but  live  one  Day. 

5*^/.  Then  he  muft  fall  5  and  for  that  happy  end. 
Thus  fafhion  we  the  Subjeft  of  our  Wifhes. 
The  firft  Alarm  be  y.  urs,  in  Terms  as  high. 
As  ftrong,  as  pofitive  as  Spain  can  fpeiak. 
Then  I,  with  feeming  Difcontent  of  Mind, 
Mix'd  with  the  Praifes  of  his  Worth  and  Virtues, 
Will  at  the  lafl  rc!u6lantly  fubmit 
A  private  Injury  to  the  publick  Good : 
For  that's  the  fureft  Mask  for  Starefmen's  Wrongs. 

Gund,  Now  thou  nrt  honeft  Si^li^bury  again : 
And  I  could  hug  thee  to  this  ancient  Bofom, 
'Till  part  of  thy  quick  Spirit  were  transfus'd. 
To  warm  and  a6tuate  the  Soul  of  Gmdamor, 
But  no  relenting,  noble  Lord,  no  Stay: 
The  Life  and  Soul  of  Bufinefs  is  Difpatch.  , 

SaL  It  fliaM  be  finifhM  ^ 

GurJ,  Give  me  then  your  Hand, 

[Puts  a  Ring  on  his  ¥it$ger, 
Thi  sbc  the  Token  of  our  plighted  Loves, 

The 
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The  Seal  of  Raleigh's  Fate  You  will  remember. 

I'll  to  your  Matter,  and  begin  the  Work. 
Sal.  You  would  no  more  ? 

Cmd.  Only  remember  me——  [Pointing  to  his  Tmge/: 

[Exit* 

Enter  Wade,  haftily. 

€al  So,  good  Lieutenant  j  why  this  hafty  Pace, 
And  look  of  Care?  

Wade.  My  Lord,  the  big-mouth'd  Captain, 
Whom  you  this  Day  committed  to  my  Charge, 
Wants  to  fee  Raleigh ;  hence  he  threatens,  raves. 
And  curfes  more  than  Sailors  in  a  Storm. 
I  fear  fome  bloody  Bufinefs  may  enfue,  .  ' 

If  we  detain  him  longer  from  his  Friend. 

Sal,  Why  let  him  fee  him,  ftare  away  his  Senfes, 
If  fo  he  pleafcs,  at  his  Brother- Savage. 
But  Cecil  fwears  he  vifits  him  no  more. 

tVade.  Ha  /  no  more  /—  * 

SaL  Nay,  wonder  not.  Lieutenant. 
The  Warrant  {hall  be  fign'd  for  Blood  To-day.^ 
Attend  me  5  in  the  way  we  may  difcourfe 
The  circumftance  of  Things,  of  Time  and  Place. 

Wade.  Never  more  gladly  O !  might  I  furvey 

Old  Howard  dye  too  on  this  happy  Day, 

Then  1  wou'd  bid  my  troubled  Spirit  reft, 

And  in  a  double  Death  be  doubly  blcft,  {Exetinf. 
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SX  £  N  E    III.    Lady.  RaleighV  Apartment. 

'Enter  Lady  Raleigh  cmd  Toung  Raleigh. 

Z  Ra,  With  doubtful  Fearfulnefs,  and  anxious  Hope, 
3  fain  would  ask  what  yet  I  dread  to  know:  * 
Like  one  condemned,  whofe  Fate  is  caft  on  Chance, 
Blindfold  he  throws  the  Lott,  and  dares  not  look, 
Tho'  longing,  on  the  turn  of  Life  or  Death. 
Tet  fofrly,  to  our  Woes  Is  Olympia  kind?  * 

T.Ra,  Thatheav'nly  Bofom  is  the  Seat  of  Kindncfs, 
There  foft  Indulgence  and  Forgiv^enefs  dwell, 
And  Bleffings  multiply  with  conftant  Growth.  [giVe, 
Such  Thanks  as  Slaves  redeemed  from  Bondage 
Such  Vows  as  Love  recover^'d  from  Defpair 
Breaths  forth  in  ccftaly  of  rapturous  Joy, 
Receive  from  thefc  warm  Lips,  O  Lovely  Maid ! 
I  am  that  Slave,  from  Chains  by  thee  redecm'd  j 
That  Love,  by  thee  recover'd  from  Defpair. 
My  Son,  why  dwells  that  Sadnefs  on  thy  Brow  ? 
Why  join^  not  thy  exulting  Voice  with  mine, 
In  Bleffings  on  the  dear  Deliverer's  Head  ? 

T,  Ra,  O !  I  could  blefs  her  at  the  dawn  of  Light, 
And  with  the  Morning  Fragran-ce  mix  her  Name, 
Invoke  her  in  the  thirfty  Noon-Day  heat, 
And  cheer  the  fober  Evening  with  her  Praife. 
But  I  am  Tick  and  Icfij  colcf  chilling  Damps, 
And  raging  Flames,  alternate  Tyrants,  fway 
This  wretched  Breaft :  I  Love,  and  fear  to  Love. 

JL.Ra.  O  happy  Change!  I  dar'd  not  hope  fo  much. 

J.Ra.  With  all  his  Strength  and  Refolution  arm'd, 
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See  what  a  weak  defencelcfs  thing  is  Man, 

When  Love  and  Virtue,  in  a  Woman's  Form 

United,  bid  the  Boafter  to  the  Field. 

One  glance  of  Pity,  one  half-dropping  Tear, 

Diferms  his  Anger,  melts  his  ftubborn  Scorn, 

And  turns  the  Tyrant  to  a  Coward  Boy. 

But  if  (he  talks,  and  vows,  and  promifes, 

Bypocrlfie  it  felf  grows  fick  of  feigning, 

Flings  off  the.  cumbrous  Cloak  of  Form,  and  Shew,'' 

And  opens  all  the  Heart  for  mighty  Love. 

Such  is  the  Snare,  in  which,  by  your  Requeft, 

Your  Son  is  loft. 

L.Ra.  Is  not  thy  Father  fav'd? 
T.R^.  Yes,  yes  J  I  fear  Olympia  haspreyaiPd. 
L.  Ra.  Is  then  the  great  Event  but  doubtful  dill  ? 
And  wilt  thou  damp  it  with  thy  impious  Wifh? 
Is  the  foft  Advocate  of  Life  and  Peace 
Pkading  my  Raleigh's  Caufe  for  me,  for  thee. 
Ungrateful  Boy,  and  this  the  fweet  Return? 
You  Fear  {he  has  prevailed  j  and  if  you  fear. 
You  wilh  it  not;  there  is  no  middle  Line, 
To  part  thy  impious  Fear,  and  bloody  Wifh." 

T.  Ra.  Alas !  you  know  not  what  I  fear  or  wifli : 
May  Heav'n  corred  me  in  its  day  of  Wrath ! 
If  that  unhallow'd  Thought  has  ftain'd  my  Heart, 
To  wifti  it,  were  to  fhock  creating  Nature, 

And  bid  her  fay  this  Monfler  is  not  mine. 

L.  Ra,  What  fear'ft  thou  then?  Speak,  for  thy  Mother  h 
All  thy  Complainings  through  CompafTion's  Ear. 

T.  Ra.  Had  you  but  feen  the  fad  Olympiads  Eyes, 
Heard  in  what  Accents  fhe  bemoan'd  our  Woes, 
And  with  wh^t  ea^e^nefs  of  daring  Love 
C  ^ 
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:She  vow'd  Rcdrefs,  you  could  not  furely  ask 
The  Reafon  of  my  Fears ;  fincc  if  by  Her  he  lives. 
My  Father  may  grow  cruel  in  his  turn, 
And  fhock  the  Quiet  of  my  Soul  for  ever. 

L.Ka.  Vex  not  thy  Bofom  with  fo  vain  a  Care. 
Confider,  he  who  knows  the  rate  of  Life, 
Knows  how  to  value  the  beftowing  Hand. 

r.  Ka,  A  Bounty  undefir'd  contrgfts  no  Debt, 
And  his  great  Soul  may  think  it  a  Difgrace. 

L.R^.  Love  ftrong  in  Wiih,  is  weak  in  Reafon  ftiil 
Forming  a  thoufand  Ills  which  ne'er  (hall  be: 
And,  like  a  Coward,  kills  it  felf  To-day, 
With  fancied  Grief,  for  fear  it  die  To-morrow. 
Refleft  on  me  5  am  I  fo  worthlefs  grown, 
Or  fo  divided  from  a  Wife's  Efteem, 
As  to  want  Pow'r  to  reconcile  his  Heart? 
Will  he  look  cold,  or  turn  away  his  Ear, 
When  I,  whom  his  fad  Fortune  funk  in  Sorrow, 
Sue  for  the  Pledge  ot  our  unfpotted  Loves? 
Or  if  my  Voice  is  weak,  let  Howard  try, 
And  juftifie  the  Deed  himfelf  advis'd. 

r.K^.  The  Storm  is  o'er,  and  all  is  calm  again. 
*  i.R/i.  Then,  while  I  thank  the  Gracious  Pow'r  on  high, 
Purfue  the  Profpeft  of  thy  growing  Hopes, 
Repeat  thy  Looks,  thy  Wilhes,  and  thy  Vows: 
For  conftant  Kindnefs  is  the  fureft  Charm, 
And  Danger  dares  not  ftir,  when  Love  is  warm. 
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S  G  E  N  E    IV.  the  Tower. 

Enter  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  and  Howard. 

SlrW.Ka.  Welcome,  my  Friend,  thou  bravelj  hone^l; 
In  evVy  turn  of  Fortune  ftill  the  fame!  '  [Maa/ 

Hoyv,  Indeed  I  have  been  fo  . 

Sir  fV.Ra.  Why !  art  thou  changed  ? 

Mow.  No  5  but  it  grieves  me  to  my  inmoft  Soul, 
To  think  there  lives  fjck  Bafenefs  unchaftii^d. 
That  could  conceive  me  ■ 

Sirpy.Ra,  What? 

How,  A  Villain ! 
A  Villain  to  my  Friend  5  to  thee,  my  Rakish  \ 

Sir  }V,Rfi.  Vice  in  a  flattnng  Mirrour  views  Mankind 
Judging  of  others  from  it$  own  Similitude. 
The  Good  are  few ,  and  known  to  fewer  ftill  ; 
And  Rogues  believe  us  not  Tcmptation-proof,' 
Till  they  have  try'd  11:- 

How,  But  canft  thou  yet  fuppofe 
England's  Imperial  Flag,  the  Naval  Sign, 
To  which  alJ  Nations  of  the  World  pay  Homage 
The  proffer'd  Price  of  Treach'ry  to  my  Friend  ?  ' 
Proffer'd  by  that  vile  Statefman  Gundamor. 
I  need  not  tell  thee  how  I  fcorny  the  Bribe, 
For  which  this  PrifQn,  and  thy  Prefence  are, 
I  thank  him.  Favours,  which  he  meant  Aftonts 
^/r^K^.  Thank  Heav>n!  thatintheNakednefs  of  Woe 
Has  left  me  ftiU  one  genVous  virtuous  Friend, 
A  Comfort  haughty  Cecil  cannot  know. 
Blufh  not,  good  Uowfird,  if  I  fwear  I  think 

C  3  That 
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That  thou  and  Honour  were  Twin-Brothers  born. 
And  v/hen  thou  dieft,  that  muft  ficken  too— — — 
How  many,  who  prophane  that  facred  Name 
"With  outward  Show,  and  Countenance  of  Worth, 
Would  fell  their  Birth-right,  facrifice  their  Faith, 
Bring  Wives  and  Daughters  to  Pollution's  Bed, 
For  half  the  Price  thy  Honefty  defpisM! 

Horn,  What  I  have  done,  thy  own  Example  taught. 
You  knew  the  firong  Confpiracy  at  home, 
Refolv'd  to  pluck  declining  Fortune  down. 
Yet  we,  to  keep  your  promised  Faith,  returned. 
To  meet  Oppreffion,  and  embrace  ill  Fate. 

Strl'l',  Ra.  The  Gage  of  Honour  was  in  England  thrown. 
And  had  we  flretch'd  beyond  the  crooked  Tear 
And  Solar  way,  yet  at  our  Country's  Call, 
^e  muft  have  plung'd  thro'  Darknefs  and  Dcfpair, 
To  vindicate  the  Pledge  we  left  behind. 

How.  Why  are  we  punifh'd  then,  or  why  reproach*d  ^ 
Or  whence  does  Gundamor's  prefaging  Voice 
Pronounce  th)  Doom,  and  mark  the  bloody  Day, 
Soon  as  the  ^ueen  recovers,  or  expires  ? 

Sir  IV.  Ra,  Let  it  come  when  it  will,  I  ftand  prepared. 
The  lirtle  Intervals  of  Time,  and  Form 
May  make  it  more  expedited,  not  more  fcar'd. 

How,  Yet  Reafon,  Senfe,  and  Nature's  eldcft  Law, 
Join  d  with  the  Charities  of  Social  Love, 
The, tender  Names  of  Daughter,  Son,  and  Wife, 
All  warn  us  to  decline  approaching  Death. 

Sir  W.Ra,  Think  not  I  hold  that  vain  Thilofofhy 
Of  proud  Imifference,  that  pretends  to  look 
On  Pain  and  Pleafure  with  an  equal  Eye, 
To  Be^  is  better  far  than  Not  to  Be^ 
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Elfe  Nature  cheated  us  in  our  Formation. 

And  when  we  are,  the  fweet  Delufion  wears 

Such  various  Charms  and  Profpedls  of  Delight, 

That  what  we  could  not  JVill,  we  make  our  Choke; 

Deiirous[to  prolong  the  Life  fhe  gave. 

Madmen,  and  Fools  may  hurry  o'er  the  Scene, 

The  wife  Man  walks  an  eafy,  fober  Pace : 

And  tho'  he  fees  one  Precipice  for  all. 

Declines  the  fatal  Brink,  oft  looking  back 

On  what^hc  leaves,  and  thinking  where  he  falls.  ' 

Hoxfi.  From  thy  own  Wftds  convinc'd,  look  back  agai a, 
One  Bar  already  lies  in  Cecil  s  way, 
"Which  yet  muft  be  a  Secret  in  my  Breafl: 
Till  ripe  enough  for  thee— —You'll  trufl:  it  there? 

Sir  H\Ra.  Truft  thee!  Thou  richeft  Mine  of  Faith  and 
Truth, 

Truft  thee  with  ev*ry  Thought  my  Soul  conceives: 

You  faid  that  Gmdamor  had  marked  the  Time. 

I  know  that  cunning  Politician  well, 

His  darkDefigns,  and  Subtilty  of  Thought; 

Yet  there  the  Spaniard  has  o'er-fhot  his  Mark, 

And  in  his  fond  Extravagance  of  Wit, 

Perhaps  undone  the  Knot  he  has  been  winding. 

HoTdf.  How!  Speak,  Raleigh, 

Sir  W.Ra.  I  wifh  thy  Freedom  now. 
Then  I  (hould  hope  my  Sovereign  ^ueen  might  know 
The  Midnight  Toils,  and  Travels  of  this  Brain, 
That  ott  has  robbed  the  flow  ry  Plant  of  Life, 
And  gave  its  Colour  to  the  fading  Cheek. 
Health  lurks  in  Mines,  diftils  from  fpicy  Trees, 
Flows  in  the  Waves,  and  glitters  on  the  Rock: 
Why  then,  fisce  Nature  fpreads  her  Stores  to  all, 
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May  we  not  make  fome  fecret  Share  our  own? 

How,  This  Minute  Liberty  is  worth  a  Crime, 
I  will  be  free  

SirW:Ra,  Forbear  5  the  Keeper  comes  . 

HoTx>.  Curfe  on  his  now  unfeafonable  Vifit. 
Enter  Wade. 

Wade,  Sir  Walter,  tho'  your  Heart  fufpefts  my  Love> 
You  know  the  Duty  of  my  Charge  and  Truft. 
This  brings  me,  an  unwilling  MefTenger, 
(Heav'n  knows  /)  to  tell  you,  you  muft  die  To-day 

SirW.Ra.  To>day!         .then  Ifhall  live  more  free  To-- 
night. 

Horfi,  Confufion !  now  I  dare  not  tell  the  Snare 
I  laid  for  Salisbury,  by  his  Gallant  Son.  \_Afi(l9» 
Ill-boding  Raven,  croaking  Bird  of  Prey, 
Are  the  Notes  fpent,  are  all  the  Dirges  fung  ? 
Doft  not  thou  Scent  my  Blood  and  Carnage  too? 

Wade.  I  have  no  more  to  fay-  ■ 

Sir  W.Ra,  Howard,  be  calm, 
Lofe  not  thy  Virtue  for  his  Mafler^s  Faults: 
Muft  thou  grow  mad  on  ev'ry  moody  Day, 
That  Gundamor  works  Cecil's  Soul  to  Mifchief  ? 

How.  My  Tongue  is  mute,  but  O  my  Heart  Bleeds 

inward ! 

SirW.Ra,  O!  Death!  IVe  fought  thee  in  the  lifted  Fields 
^Midft  fhouting  Squadrons,  and  embatteird  Hofts, 
PurfuM  thee  in  the  Nooia-day  Sweat  of  War, 
And  liften'd  for  thee  on  the  Midnight  Watch. 
In  frozen  Regions,  and  in  Sun-burnt  Climes  j 
In  Winds,  in  Tempefts,  and  in  troubled  Seas, 

In  ev'ry  Element  I  fought  -But  thou 

Haft  fliuny  the  Searcher  ia  each  dangerous  Path, 

Spar*d, 
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Spar'd  him  in  Seas,  in  Battels,  and  in  Storms,] 
To  feize  the  weary  Wanderer  at  his  Reft, 
And  fink  him  in  the  Coward  Arms  of  Peace. 
Whn,  Providence,  fhall  mark  thy  fecret  Ways, 
Meafure  thy  Wifdom,  or  difpute  thy  Pow'r? 

IVftde.  I  hope,  Sir  Walter '  — 

How.  Peace,  faucy  Baoler  « 

SirlV.Ra,  Hear  him  j  his  l.ooka  careful  Kindnefs  bears. 
Speak  foon,  for  I  have  things  of  high  Import, 
That  ask  for  Solitude,  and  private  Thought. 

P^ade.  As  you  have  liv'd  renowned,  fo  die  renown'd. 
And  after  Death  be  ftill  diftinguilh'd  more. 
Your  Grave  fecreted  from  the  Vulgar  Urns, 
Your  Afhes  honoured,  that  fucceeding  Time« 
May  mark  the  Place  with  Reverence. 

SirW.R^.  Idle  Care! 
Pofthumous  Vanity  of  foolifti  Man ! 
Can  Pomp  and  Pride  make  difterence  in  our  Duft  > 

Go,  caft  a  curious  Look  on  Helens  Tomb i 
Do  Rofes  flourifh  there,  or  Monies  bloom  ? 
The  mighty  Alexander's  Grave  furveyj 
See,  is  there  cught  uncommon  in  the  Clay .? 
Shines  the  Earth  brighter  round  it,  to  declare 

The  Glorious  Robber  of  the  World  .lyes  there? 

What,  Mgypt,  do  thy  Vyrmnids  comprize  ? 
What  Greatnefs  in  the  high-rais'd  Folly  lies? 
The  Lme  of  N'mus  this  poor  Comfort  hxincrs 
We  fell  their  Duft,  and  traffick  for  theh'  Kh^s. 
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ACT    IV-   S  C  E  N  E  L 

SCENE   A  Hall  in  Salisbury'/  Houfe. 

Salisbury  [oius. 

CURSE  on  the  Statefman's  Grave  who  married  firfl:, 
Debauching  the  pure  Stream  of  Politicks, 
"With  the  bafe  mixture  of  Connubial  Love! 
O  'Rome,  wife  V.ome\  thy  nobler  Genius  fcorns 
Thefe  iittle  Ties  of  fond  Humanity. 
Fearing  that  Nature  might  o'er-rule  thy  5^ons, 
You  check  that  Fear,  and  o'er- rule  Nature  firft. 
Hence  no  Affedion,  no  Remorfe  contrculs 
Thy  Statefmen's  Hands  no  tender  look  of  Love 
Difarms  thy  holy  Butchers  in  their  Wrath. 

ilad  I  not  wedded  T  had  had  no  Children, 

Ko  lawfully  endearing  Name  of  Daughter, 
To  tear  my  Hcart-ftrings,  and  difgrace  my  Age. 
"Enter  Gundamor. 
Qmd,  You  fecm  difturb'd,  my  Lord,  now  when  our  Joys 
Should  rife  at  higeft,  like  encountering  Tides, 
IVIeeting  each  other  with  a  ftrong  Embrace, 
And  murmVing  o'er  the  Wreck  our  Anger  made. 

SaU  Inct  minowg.']  Sure  Nature  form'd  all  Women  for 
our  fhame, 
Pel  verfe  of  Will,  and  ohflinate  in  Wrong. 
Wiere  Law  and  Cuflom  give  'em  no  Pretence, 
Their  curious  Temper,  and  their  Paffions  drive 

The 
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The  weakcft  Sex  to  do  the  greatcft  Ills, 

And  mar,  and  fpoil  all  Mifchief  but  their  own. 

Gund.  He  talks  of  Women,  Wrongs,  and  Mifchief, 
The  Englijl?  Topicks  of  negledted  Love. 
How  much  Mens  PafTions  vary  with  their  Climes  i 
The  Spaniard  cloaks  his  Injuries  in  Smiles, 
Till  fair  Occafion  prompts  him  to  Revenge, 
And  Life,  or  Honour  pay  the  Debt  of  Scorn.  [^^di* 
Cecil,  unlock  thy  Bofom  to  thy  Friends 
I  know  the  Windings  of  the  fubtle  Scx> 
And  have  a  Clue  to  ev'ry  Ma2.e  they  tread. 

Sal,  Can 'ft  thou  mould  Nature  new,  or  change 
The  pre-determin*d  Qualities  of  Things, 
Bid  fweet  tafle  bitter,  and  the  bitter  iweet; 
Turn  Hatred  into  Love,  and  Love  to  Hate, 
And  make  me  curfe  my  Daughter,  my  Daughter? 

Cmd  What  C  iufe,  my  Lord  ?        u     .i  ^ 

SaI  Raleigh's  Life  is  fav'd, 
The  Warrant  is  revoked,  by  her  revok'J, 
To  pleafe  her  (ickly  Appetite,  that  chofc 
(Damn'd  fatal  Choice!)  his  Iflue  for  a  Lover. 

Gund,  Shame  on  the  Father's  Age,  that  gave  Conient> 
Suft'ring  the  Fruit  of  llxteen  Winters  Growth, 
Juft  at  the  Point  of  ripening  time,  to  fail 
Faded,  and  blafled  by  a  Woman's  Breath. 
Were  there  not  Baits  enough,  to  lure  her  Eye 
i    From  one  poor  Objed  ?  where  were  all  the  Snares 

Of  Splendor,  Title,  Vanity  and  Show, 
I    That  catch  their  Eyes,  and  blind  the  Sex  to  Dotage? 
I    Should  wayward  Children  thus  be  pleased  in  Spaia, 
None  but  old  Matrons,  Shadows  of  the  Sex, 
Were  left  to  walk  the  facred  Cloy  iters  round. 

Frighting 
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Frighting  each  other  o'er  the  Midnight  Lamps. 
And  half  the  Saints  that  Tyrant  Fathers  made, 
Were  blotted  from  the  Lift  of  Holy  Church. 

Sal.  All  is  not  loft,  my  Lord  j  my  labVing  Thought 
Teems  with  a  Projeft  of  more  certain  Ruin, 
That  faves  our  Fame,  while  it  defeats  his  Friends, 
And  mocks  e'en  Pity  in  the  Traitor's  Fall.  [mine,' 

Gund,  The  dying  Queen —  that  Thought  has  long  been 
But  Judgment  checked  it  at  a  fecond  View, 
As  doubtful  of  Event.    "When  Pow'r  can  kill, 
"Who  would  truft  Fortune  with  the  wav'iing  Bait 
Of  accidental  Honour,  or  Difgrace? 

Sal.  E'en  now  the  learned  Confultation  broke^ 
The  Leeches  gave  the  cuilomary  Sign 
Of  Death,  and  fhook  their  careful  Head?, 
In  Pity  to  the  Frame  they  could  not  mend. 
And  yet  his  well-known  Vanity  will  try 
His  Chymick  Skill,  where  Art  and  Science  faiL 
By  this  he  perifhes,  and  gives  the  Means 
To  ftir  the  People,  and  incenie  the  King^ 
"While  the  ^.een's  Murder  is  the  general  Cry. 

Gu?7tl,  'Tis  plaufiblej  and  if  he  fiiould  prevail. 
Yet  many  Doors  are  open  to  his  Fate 5 
Transfer  the  Honour  to  another's  Hand, 
Or  fwear  'twas  Magick,  and  condemn  him  fo. 

Sal.  Here  comes  Sir  yul'ms  C^far,  he  ftiaii  go  « 
The  Meffenger  of  Mifchief  to  his  Friend. 

Enter  Sir  Julius  Csefar. 

Sal  You  come,  Sir  Julius^  in  a  happy  Hour, 
To  cure  the  Fears  of  a  diftrafted  State. 
The  good  defpondin^  Queen  asks  Raleigh's  Aid 5 
All  other  Arts  are  try'dj  but  he,  you  know, 

Boaft* 
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Boafts  Secrets,  that  cut  fhort  the  Wings  of  Fate, 
Arrefl:  the  flying  Spirit  its  Courfe, 
And  reconcile  it  to  its  Houfe  of  Clay. 

y.Cdf  I  came  to  move  the  Queftion  to  your  Ear, 
And  hear  with  Joy  yoor  Wifhcs  run  with  mine. 

Gmd,  Who  knows  where  Nature  hides  her  various  Gifts  ? 
Not  all  who  fearch  her,  find  her  wond'rous  Ways. 
Tell  him,  goodCAfar,  that  my  friendly  Voice 
Has  added  t©  the  Weight  of  Cecil's  Love. 

y.C^e/  I  go,  my  Lords.  Impatience  wings  my  Way. 
No  Minutes  muft  be  loft,  when  Monarchs  ftay.  [Extt 

Sal.  Blind,  blind  Effcas  of  fond  Credulity, 
That  meafures  Things  by  the  deceiving  Line 
Of  its  own  Wi flies!  Be  it  ever  fo 

With  all  our  Foes. 

Gund,  I  add  another  Pray  r  / 
Now  Death  be  bufie  in  the  Poisoner's  Hand, 
Exalt  each  liquid  Drop  with  fubtle  Flame, 
To  rack  and  torture  the  defpairing  Frame; 
Till  dying  Groans  fhall  eccho  round  the  Bed; 

And  the  laft  Sound  be  heard,  •  The  Traitor's  Head 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  IL 
Writer  Olympfa,  ami  FlorelJa. 
Olyrn.  Indulgent  Heav'n  has  anfwer'd  all  my  PrayVi, 
In  Rakish  s  Freedom ;  now  the  promised  Vows 
Of  the  dear  Youth  their  own  Completion  brin^ 
O  Love!  what  Miracles  by  thee  are  wrought » 
How  doft  thou  mix  thy  Caufes!  in  one  Day  ' 

Crowding 
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Crowding  the  Woes  and  Happincfs  of  Years! 

All  Paflions  that  divide  the  Humane  Breaft, 

Sink  it  in  Sorrow,  or  exalt  with  Joy, 

Hope,  Anguifh,  Tranfport,  Anger,  Fear, 

All  have  reign'd  here  within  that  fcanty  Space. 

Let  this  fuffice,  imperious  Deity  5 

Be  all  my  future  View  one  bright  Serene, 

One  lengthened  Sunfliine  of  unfpotted  Blifs, 

Where  Fear  no  Damps,  where  Sorrow  cafts  no  Shade. 

Flor,  Blefs 'em,  ye  PowVs!  who  guard  the  Virtuous 
With  gentle  Concord  and  harmonious  Love.  [Flames, 
Spring  new  Delights  with  ever-flow'ring  Sweets  5 
And.  gathered,  grow  v/ith  multiply'd  Encreafe. 

Olym.  Kind,  kind  Fiorella,  —  but  why  ftay  we  here 
Wafting  the  precious  Hours  in  empty  Wifhesj 
Wifhes,  the  la/!  remoteft  Line  of  Love? 
Thofe  are  faint  BIclTings,  fwallow'd  up  and  loft 
In  the  wide  Bofom  of  approaching  Joys. 
Come,  let  us  fcek  the  Prefcnce  of  the  Youth, 
There  count  our  Wonders  and  renew  our  Faith, 
Tell  how,  as  finking  Refolntion  fail*d, 
The  Father's  o'er  the  Statefman's  Heart  prevailed ; 
The  Tale  will  pleafe  him  from  the  Teller  more. 
And  Love  for  Love  return*d  (hall  quit  the  Score.    [Exeunt . 
Writer  Howard,  and  Sir  Julius  Caefar. 
J.CAf  By  Heav'n,  'tis  wonderful!  the  Cordial  Drops 
No  fooner  reach'd  the  nobler  Seats  of  Life 
But  the  chill  Blood  renew'd  its  Purple  Way, 
The  Pulfc  beat  Vigour,  and  the  waken'd  Senfe 
Look'd  forth,  and  darted  Luftre  from  her  Eye. 

Hero.  I  met  the  joyful  News,  it  fwell'd  my  Heart 
To  fuch  uncomiiion  Rapture,  that  I  fcar'd 

Excels 
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Excefs  of  Pleafure  would  undo  it  felf. 
Then  thrice  I  drew  the  Goblet  to  my  Lips, 
And  thrice  I  dry*d  it  to  my  Raleigh's  Health. 
Now,  now,  if  any  Sight  could  check  my  Hafte 
To  meet  my  Friend's  Embrace,  'twere  Gundamor, 

y.Caf.  See  there  ycur  Wifh- 

How,  How  creft-fairn  they  look. 
Like  baffl'd  Daemons,  when  fome  friendly  Spirit 
Allays  the  Temped  that  their  Malice  rais'd. 
And  wafts  the  threatned  Veflel  fafe  to  Land, 
It  were  a  Lofs  my  Soul  could  net  forgive. 
If  I  forbore  the  Triumph  of  my  Joy. 

5^.0/  'Tis  better  loft  than  made  3  a  filent  Scorn 
Works  artfully  unfeen,  provoking  none. 

How,  Did  they  ad  fo  with  me?  was  it  a  Mark 
Of  inward  Spleen,  to  be  confined,  expos'd. 
Worried,  and  baited,  by  their  Blood-hound  Guard? 
Come  C<g,far  then,  be  wife  another  Day, 
A  chearful  Madnefs  bcft  agrees  with  this.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  Salisbury,  and  Gundamor, 

Sal.  Shining  again  at  Court,  my  mortal  Foe! 
Whofe  Life,  but  Yefterday,  I  held  fo  loft. 
As  if  unworthy  of  Oppreffion's  Heel 

To  fink  it  lower  —he  makes  hafte  to  Glory, 

Like  Light  he  fhoots,  that  the  Beholder's  Eye 
Scarce  marks  the  rapid  Stages  of  his  Progrefsj 
And  while  he  fays,  From  yonder  Point  it  ficw^ 
The  Light  is  paft  him  

Gund.  Curfeon  the  Defcription! 
I  fav/  him  circl'd  by  a  fervile  Crowd, 
The  Minions  all  ambitious  of  his  View: 
V/hilft  he  as  ftifly  difregardlefs  ftood, 
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As  Grcatnefs  were  his  old  familiar  Friend, 
Tho'  he  and  Infanay  jfhook  Hands  this  Morning. 

Sal.  Ay,  that  he  calls  his  beft  Philofophy; 
That  inward  Pride  that  to  it  felf  pays  H  mage. 
Believe  me,  no  poor  Madman,  in  his  Cell, 
Whom  his  own  giddy  Fancy  makes  a  King, 
So  much  admires  the  Phantoms  of  his  Brain  , 
As  thefe  Philofophers  of  Raleigh's  Se(ft. 
See  how  they  cringe,  and  bow,  and  flatter  there. 
By  Heav'n  I  cannot  bear  it.  lExh» 

Gmd.  But  I  muft. 
*Tis  he ;  My  Nerves  take  Warning  at  his  fight  i 
I  feel  him  by  Antipathy  of  Hate, 
And  all  my  Mafter's  Empire  fhakes  in  me. 
Help  me,  Diflimulation,  fmooth  my  Brow, 
And  teack  my  Tongue  to  differ  from  my  Heart. 

Enter  Raleigh,  mended. 
Pardon,  good  Raleigh,  thefe  enfeebPd  Limbs 
That  drew  their  willing  Mafter  flowly  on. 
To  welcome  thee  to  Liberty,  and  Joy. 
Infirmities  attend  us  all,  and  Age, 
Old  Age,  oft  makes  us  feem  unmannerly, 
When  our  Affections  burn  as  high  as  Youth. 

Sir  W,Ra,  Your  good  AffeClions  are  well  known,  my 
As  is  your  Wifdom,  and  your  Court- Addrefs,  [Lord, 

Gund.  Surely  old  Gundamor  has  liv'd  too  long. 
If  he  mud  grow  fufpeded  by  his  Friends. 
Truft  me,  I  laboured  thy  Releafe  fo  long, 
Rung  thy  dear  Name  fo  often  in  his  Ears, 
That  thy  good  Mafter  cali'd  me  Zngh/h-M^n. 
Sir  IV  Ra.  Did  he?  Why  then      honoured  you  indeed. 
Cmd,  Since  then  all  Feuds  are  buried  and  forgot, 
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Tell  me,  good  Raleigh,  why  thy  generous  Breaft 
Nurs*d  fuch  a  fatal  Hatred  to  our  Spain} 

Sir  ?P.Ra,  To  fay  I  hate  it,  that  belies  my  Heart, 
And  wrongs  my  native  Land,  whom  Heav'n  deiiga'd, 
By  her  Plantation  in  the  watry  Deep, 
To  mix  with  every  Nation  of  the  Earth. 

Gmds  Then  muft  you  fear  it,  fince  you  wrong'd  us  & 

SirW.Ra,  Heav'n!  that  the  Fears  of  all  my  Country- Men. 
Were  fuch  as  mine,  who  know  thy  Mailer's  Power 
Too  well  to  fear  it  5  and  regard  my  Fame 
Too  much,  to  wrong  a  Peafant  of  his  Right! 

Gmd.  Whence  then  thefc  Plunders  on  our  Jj^idian  Shore? 

Sir  W  Ri^.  The  P^^^g  extended  not  beyond  the  Line. 
Nor  launched  we  privately,  with  fordid  Views : 
The  World  beheld  us,  and  approved  our  Deeds 
As  fair  and  equal  in  bright  Honour's  Eye, 
And  fquaring  with  the  common  Rights  of  Men. 
But  would'ft  thou  reckon  well  the  Ta!e  of  W^rongs, 
Look  backward,  and  behold  an  Age's  Toil, 
Unnumber'd  Armies,  and  confederate  Fleets, 
Half  the  leagu'd  World,  confpiring  England's  Fall 
I  faw  their  Pride,  and,  thank  all-gracious  Heav'n, 
Had  no  ignoble  Share  in  their  Defeat  j 
When  thy  proud  Mafter  humbl'd  all  his  Sails, 
ImplorM  the  Water,  TempeH,  and  the  Rocks, 
To  hide  his  Shame,  and  fave  him  from  the  Hand 
Of  Britons  fighting  in  their  Country's  Caufe. 

Gmd.  You  rage.  Sir  Walter, 

Sir  [V.Ra.  'Tis  an  honeft  Rage. 

Gund,  Thofe  Days  arepaftj  I  praife'em  not,nor  blamc: 
You  then  were  quick  and  aftive  in  Exploits  ; 
But  you  are  flacken'd  fince;  Your  Bf^gH^h  March 

Beats 
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Beats  mighty  flowly  now. 

Sir  IV.  Ra.  Slow  as  it  beat?, 
It  once  has  beat  thro'  France,  and  may  thro'  Spain, 

Gund,  You  threaten.  Sir  5  while  I  would  fpeak  of  Things, 
And  know  by  Virtue  of  what  Kight  you  claim 
Part  of  our  hjdian  World,  the  Gift  of  Heav'n. 

Sir  IV.Ra,  That  Heav'n  you  mean,  which  gave  you  En- 
gland  too. 

But  had  your  Purple-mitred  Tyrant  Power 
To  give  the  Portions  of  the  Earth  away, 
The  largeft,  fairefl  Lot  would  be  his  Own.  ; 
He,  in  his  Bounty,  gave  you  India's  Mines: 
But  could  he  give  it  for  a  Spoil  and  Prey  ? 
Give  Streams  to  thicken  with  the  Native's  Blood, 
And  Groves  to  labour  with  the  Planter's  Weight? 
O  Triefi'hegctten  Tyrrmy !  what  V/afte 
Thy  cruel  Hands  make  in  this  fair  Creation ! 
Treating  HeavVs  Image  in  thy  Fellow-Creature 
Worfe  than  the  Sav^ige  Bcafl  and  graZring  Herd. 
Enur  Salisbury. 

5"^.  They  have  been  warm  How  my  Tongue  hates 

The  curfed  Burthen  it  muft  now  deliver.  {^Afidt. 

My  MefTage  is  to  you.  Sir  Walter  The  good  ^een. 

In  juft  Return  for  Life  and  Health  reftor'd, 
Bids  you  demand  your  felf  your  own  Reward  j 
Place,  Title,  Di  gnity,  or  Wealth. 

Cund,  O  {he's  a  gracious  Miftrefs!  —-But  thefe  Ears 
Shall  not  be  grated  with  his  bold  Requefl.  [^Exit, 

Sir  W,Ra,  Blefs  her,  thou  mighty  Being,  ever  raife. 
As  thou  haft  me,  fome  Inftrument  of  thine 
To  guard  and  fave  her  in  the  Hour  of  Grief! 

SaU  I  wait  your  Anfwer. 

'  Sir  W^.IU. 
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sir  PP.Ra.  Thus  then,  my  noble  Lord: 
My  Senfe  is  dull  to  aJl  the  Baits  of  Pleafure, 
To  gathering  Riches,  and  the  Pride  of  Titles. 
Yet  one  Infirmity  of  honefl  Minds 
Cleaves  to  my  Hearty  and  tho'  my  Confcience  fpeaks 
My  Innocence  v/ithin,  my  wounded  Fame, 
In  publick  wounded,  asks  a  publick  Cure, 

Sal,  Propofe  the  Method. 

Sir  Pf^.Ra.  Cobham  ftili  lives. 
He  once  accused  me:  Let  him  now  make  good, 
In  Prefence  of  fome  honourable  Lords, 
His  former  Charge,  or  elfe  retrad  the  Wrong. 
This  let  him  do,  and  lign  it  with  his  Name. 

Sal,  A  fmall  Requef^,  and  will  be  granted  foon. 

Sir  W,  Ra,  My  Fa  pe  thus  fafe,  I  fly  from  Care  and  Strife 
And  gently  tread  the  downward  Path  of  Life. 
No  more  expofe  my  felf  to  Fortune's  Sport, 
The  Noife  of  War,  or  Whifpers  of  a  Court : 
In  letter'd  Solitude  unen vied  reign : 
i^dniire  the  Hills,  but  live  upon  the  Plain*  [Exemt 
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ACT  V.   SCENE  I. 

S  C  E  N  E  centimes. 
■  ^  T^chZTK      ^"'^  Wife  M.n  contrive 

t   tI ^.r?"^  ^^^^  ^^""^  -'^h  Blood. 

His  duJi  Innocence 
In  , dJe  Sorrows  may  Jament  his  Fate. 
The  Deed  once  done.  Repentance  is  too  late.  fr.,,,,,. 


SCENE    II.    mdgh^s  Houfe. 
Str  Walter  Mfcover%   r,hh  the  Hisro^r  of  th 

^ OR.hr>  before  him. 
Now  my  long  Toil  is  done,  my  Soul  at  Eafe 
V  ews  her  paft  Travels  thro'  the  various  Heap  " 
Of  Truth  and  Fable.   AW  that  meafur'd  Time 
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Records  of  Nations,  Governmenrs  and  Laws, 
Of  Heroes,  Conquerors,  and  purpl'd  Kings, 
Lye  here  compriz'd.   O  may  the  toilfome  Task 
Anfwer  the  Labourer's  Care  with  due  Returns! 
May  Men  grow  wifer  by  their  Father's  Follies, 
Or  learn  to  emulate  the  Virtuous  Dead! 
And  thou  my  Country,  ncareft  to  my  Heart, 
Dear  Lmd  of  Liberty  and  Heavenly  Truth, 
As  thou  furvey'ft  the  various  Models  here 
Of  earthly  Power,  their  Rife,  and  infant  State, 
Their  Progrefs  and  their  Period,  mark  the  Flaws 
Of  every  Frame,  and  value  much  thy  Own. 
Secure,  while  Monarchy  ftill  bears  the  Sway, 
And  joyful  Subjects  pay  a  free  Obedience. 

T.nter  Sir  Julius  Caefar, 
Welcome,  Sir  fulius. 

y,CAf.  We  owe  you  more  than  ever  we  can  pay  ^ 
May  After-ages,  who  fhall  reap  the  Fruit, 
Balance  the  bafc  Ingratitude  of  this, 
With  iafting  Honours,  and  eternal  Fame. 

Sir  W.Ra,  O  I  am  paid  already  to  the  Height! 
The  great  Reward  is  out  of  Fortane's  Power. 
Did  not  Jlie  good  Eliza  fmile  upon  me. 
And  plant  me  in  th^  Circles  of  her  Rays  5 
Now  chcrifh,  and  now  check,  my  forward  Growth, 
And  teach  me  to  afpire  the  nobleft  Way  ^ 
What  Heart  fo  cold,  fo  dead  to  fair  Renown, 
Her  Praifes  could  not  quicken  and  i^ifiamc? 
Then  every  taifie  Scene  of  adlive  Life 
Was  worthy  of  our  Labour,  Danger  wore 
A  pleafing  Afpeft,  e'en  the  Face  of  Death 
Looked  fmoothly  kind,  and  flatter'd  with  a  Smile. 

Then 
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Then  I  rejoyc'd  and  glory 'd  in  my  Strength, 
6ft  tried  the  lufly  Sinews  of  my  Youth 
in  manly  Sports,  and  hardened  'em  in  Arms : 
Hoping  one  Day  to  meet  my  Country's  Foe, 
And  merit  by  my  Sword  my  Soveraign's  Love. 

J.Ca[,  Then  was  indeed  the  fairefi:  Mart  of  Fame, 
Inviting  evVy  brave  Adventurer's  Hopc5 
While  Honour  was  the  Pur  chafe  of  our  Blood, 
And  not  the  partial  Gift  of  blind  AfFed:ion. 

SirU^.Ra  Eternal  Peace  attend  thy  Maiden  Shade! 
Eternal  Glory  dwell  upon  thy  Tomb ! 
And  grateful  Piety  embalm  thy  Duft, 
With  kind,  religious  Tendernefs and  Love! 
With  dear  Remembrance,  and  with  dread  Regard, 
Vifit  her  Afhes,  ye  fucceeding  Monarchsj 
From  her  tranfcribe  the  Model  of  your  Power, 
And  leave  the  Bieflings  of  a  righteous  Sway. 

Enter  Howard. 
Rde'ighy  I  fear  fome  Mifchicf  lags  behind 
Cecil  and  Gmdamor  came  now  from  Court. 
Their  Cheeks  feem'dflufh'd,  and  a  pleas'd  Fiercenefs  fhone, 
Like  Signs  of  cruel  Triumph  in  their  Eyes. 
Cecil  wav'd  different  Papers  in  his  Han4j 
Which  Gmdamor  would  often  catch  an^  kifs. 
Then  read  in  Tranfport,  and  then  kifs  again. 

Sir  W.Ka.  Then  Cobhamy  with  new  added  Weight  of 
Is  funk  ftill  deeper  in  the  Gulph  of  Woe.  [Guilt, 

Horp,  Befide  I  met  the  curft  Lientenrnt  too, 
As  makifig  hither  with  a  breathlefs  Hade, 
My  Cares  for  thee  fo  fwallow'd  up  my  Rage, 
That  I  forgot,  and  kfc  bim  Dnchaili2.*d. 

Znter 
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mter  Wade  mth  a  Guard. 
Wade,  Sir  Walter ^  you're  my  Pris'ner  once  again: 
See  the  attefting  Lords,  and  Cobham*s  Hand. 

\Shem  a  Taper. 
Sir  W.  Ra.  Death  play'd  before,  but  is  in  earned  now. 
Poor  Cobham!  Fear,  unmanly  Fear  has  loft 
That  Peace  which  thou  (halt  never  tafte  again. 
Howard,  I  hear  thy  generous  Heart  has  try'd 
A  dangerous  Path  to  make  thy  Friend  fecure: 
I  have  forgiven  it.    Send  my  Son  to  me. 
Lead  to  the  Towery  from  thence  the  Profpeft  lies 
To  that  new  Country  we  muft  reach  To-night. 

[Exit  guarded. 
How,  Heav'n!  how  undauntedly  his  Spirit  breaks 
Thro*  Nature's  Struggles  to  the  Realms  of  Peace! 
The  generous  Steed,  thus,  walking  by  the  Shore, 
Where  Waves  beat  high,  and  giddy  Tempefts  roar. 
Viewing,  from  thence,  on  the  remoter  fide. 
Fair  Meadows  rife,  and  gentle  Rivers  glide  5 
He  plunges,  fcornful  of  the  Wave  and  Wind, 
Looks  back,  and  fees  the  threatning  Storm  behind  j 
The  Coaft  once  gain'd,  he  rifes  frefh  and  gay. 
And  bounds  to  Woods  of  Liberty  away.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  Lady  Raleigh. 
L,  Ra.  Where  have  they  hurried  my  poor  Husband, 
My  Lord,  my  Life!  G  Savage  Cruelty! 
To  tear  him  trom  me,  Widow  my  fad  Arms, 
E'er  yet  my  Tongue  had  told  him  half  my  Joy! 
Rccover'd  fo,  and  lofl:  again  fo  foon! 
Heav'n  in  the  granting  fnatch'd  the  Blifs  away. 
And  left  the  Thaakfulnefs  of  Prayer  unfimfli'd. 


Enter 
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Enter  Olympia. 

Olym.  O  the  lovd  Youth!  O  Ecftacy  of  Joy! 
Where  have  they  hid  him  from  my  longing  Eyes  ?  • 
His  Mother!  Sure  fhe'Il  liften  to  my  Prayers. 

L.  Ra.  Fly,  fly,  unhappy  Maid!  No  Joy,  no  Son 
Expeds  thy  fond  Embrace,  no  Husband  mine. 
For  Death,  inexorable  Death,  {\2nds  arm'dj 
E'en  now  he  ftrikes,  and  thou  and  I  are  loft. 

Olym.  Is  there  no  Moment  of  unfuUied  Pleafure 
Left  for  Olympia,  in  the  Courfe  ot  Time? 

L.Ra.  Go  leek  thy  Father. 

Oljm.  Fate,  (land  ftiil  a  while. 

Drop  thy  Wings,  Time,  till  Love  fays  Journey 

on.  [Exif^ 

L,  Ra.  It  cannot  be  j  the  Warning-Clock  has  ftruck; 
One  aking  View,  one  laft  Embrace  is  all.  lExit, 


SCENE    IIL        the  To-vjer. 

Xnter  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  Howard,  Sir  J.  Caefar,  and 
Wade. 

SirW,Ra,  So,  my  good  Friends ^  this  Vifit  turns  the 
Edge 

Of  Fortune's  Strokes,  and  hardens  'em  to  Bluatnefs. 
If  the  Refort  of  Friends  is  counted  kind 
When  we  lalute  the  Day,  and  take  up  Life, 
Unknowing  of  the  Weight  5  'tis  kinder  far, 
To  fee  us  lay  the  cumbrous  Burthen  dowa, 
And  help  us  to  ftiake  off  Mortality. 


Ent9r 
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ijiUY  Lady  Raleigh. 

L,  Ra.  O  my  dear  Lord!  O  thefe  cruel  Butchers' 

Can  you  not  ftay  till  I  have  mov'd  the  King  ? 
Sure  he  will  hear  me.    He  had  been  as  I, 
But  for  my  Raleigh's  Aid:  A  widow'd  King. 
What  can  he  lefs  return  than  Life  for  Life? 

Sir  W.  il^.Thc  King  is  good  and  mercifuU  fo  juft, 
That,  were  his  Power  as  Eaflern  Tyrants  large. 
His  virtuous  Nature,  to  it  felf  a  Law, 
Would  check  that  Power,  in  Goodnefs  to  Mankind  i 
Scorning  to  do  a  Wrong,  becaufe  he  might. 
Charge  not  to  him  the  wicked  Statefman  s  Wiles, 
Who  fteal  his  Name  to  fan^ify  their  Crimes, 
And  murther  in  the  Garb  of  Innocence. 
Elfe  had  not  I,  enlarged  and  free  you, 
From  his  CommiJJion  pardon'd  by  the  Law^ 
Stood  here  the  Spedacle  of  gaping  Crowds. 
Cunning  Opprcffion  may  overtake  the  beft. 
Treating  alike  the  Subjeft  and  the  Slave: 
Yet  tho'  I  perilh,  fee  thee  torn  away 
From  me,  a  fingle  Sufferer  j  dearefl:  Ireedomt 
I  will  aflert  thee  with  my  lateft  Breath, 
And  bid  my  Country  cherifh  thy  Remains. 

L.Ra.  O  my  dear  Lord,  you  muft  not,  (hall  not  dye: 
This  Theme,  which  I  will  urge  and  urge  again, 
Shall  pierce  the  King,  and  give  thee  back  to  Life. 

Sir  W.  Ra,  Has  not  the  Queen  fpoke  ftrongly  in  my  Caufe? 
When  Majefty  ir  felf  defcends  to  fue. 
And  fues  in  vain,  all  other  Tongues  are  ufelefs. 
Think'ft  thou  that  any  other  Voice  could  move 
My  Heart  to  Pity,  if  thy  own  had  fail'd  ? 

How.  Thefe  Female  Tears 

D  »i- 
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Diftraft  my  Scheme.   Lieutenant,  you  can  lye; 

Doit,  or  [WhifiersW^^t. 

Wade.  You  may  indeed :  It  is  deferr'd.   Sec  here. 

[shews  a  Faper,   Howard  leads  off  Lady  Raleigh . 

SirW.Ka,  Is  Ihe  removed?  The  Struggle  then  is  paftj 
My  Soul  is  light  and  eafie  now  again. 
Pants  for  the  Race,  and  fain  would  live  at  large. 
Retire  a-whitcj^iay  Friends ;  young  Raleigh  waits  : 
'Tis  fit  I  feafon  him  with  proper  Thoughts, 
And  arm  his  Soul  to  fee  his  Father  dye.  \_ExeHnt  fever  ally. 


SCENE  IV. 
I.nter  Cobham  and  Carew. 

Cob.  To  die,  Carew !  by  me  accused  to  die! 
The  Man  who  ever  faw  a  Peafant's  Curr, 
Baiting  the  lordly  Lion  to  his  Grave, 
Shall  fay  that  Raleigh  dies  by  Cobhanis  Breath. 

Car.  'Tis  true  or  elfe  thefe  Eyes  had  yet  been  dry. 

Cob,  True  fay  it  is  true  that  Statues  fpeak  

That  the  weak  Hand  of  Infancy  can  fhake 

A  Giant's  Sword  -Ha!  but  I  fign'd  the  Scroll  

AVho  knows,  that  only  treads  the  Surface  o'er, 
What  Mines  of  Death,  what  Magazines  of  Hell 
Lye  lurking  in  the  Center  of  the  Soil? 
Damn'd  depth  of  Mifchief,  burfl:  and  bear  me  hence: 

But  far  from  Heav'n  That  Gate  isfhut  for  ever, 

A  bloody  mortal  Han^  has  fix'd  the  Barr 

That  twice  Ten  thoufand  Angels  can't  remove. 

Car.  Poor  Man !  Kow  Guilt  and  Madnefs  fhake  his  Soul! 
i  wifh  his  fleeting  Senfe  would  make  a  Paufs 

To 
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To  anfwer  one  Demand  ■  \^Ajid$» 

Cob.  I  have  a  Prophet's  Eye, 
To  fearch  the  Secret  Motions  of  the  Heart, 
To  catch  the  Soul  when  bufy  at  her  Work 
Of  forming  undrefs'd  Images  in  Thought. 

I  know  you  would-  then  reckon  up  my  Crimes  — 

This  Hand,  this  curfed  Hand  that  it  could  write  

Has  fignM  the  Plea  of  Innocence  unread. 
Like  a  poor  Thief,  adopted  others  Lies, 
And  plotted  how  to  borrow  fure  Damnation. 
This  to  a  Friend,  mine,  and  my  Country's  Friend. 
Behold,  Carew,  he  walks  before  my  Eyes,  [Foint'mg^ 

All  clad  in  Scarlet  formidably  bright  

See  now  he  Mounts  and  with  a  backward  Gleam 

Darts  Vengeance  hither  Stay,  fweet  Spirit,  ftay  j 

Wrap,  wrap  thy  fiery  Wings  about  my  Soul, 
And  melt  her  Drofs  to  Purity  of  Heart. 

Car,  This  is  lUufion  all :  Cobham,  you  rave. 
For  Raleigh's  Time  is  not  yet  come- 

Cob,  But  'tis  near ' "  ' 
And  then  the  Genius  of  the  good  Man  takes 
The  fleflily  Form,  and  Fabrick  that  it  lov'd. 
Walks  on  high  Heav'n's  dread  MefTagcs  abroad. 
And  vifible  to  mortal  Eyefight  fmiles 
On  kindred  Clay,  and  orphan'd  Piety  5 
But  darts  Confufion,  Agonies,  and  Death, 
On  the  rank  fefter'd  Soul  of  murd  ring  Perjury, 
And  flafhes  Lightning  on  the  guilty  Face; 
As  now  on  mine  Behold  it  there  a^ain.  [Pointing^ 

Car,  Still  pointing  there  What  if  the  Vifion's  true? 

So  I  have  often  read,  that  dying  Saints 

Are  privileg'd  with  more  than  mortal  Power, 

Juft 
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Juft  at  one  Inftant  here  and  there  appear  — 
And  quick  as  multiplying  Mirrors  (hoot 
The  fame  bright  Image  to  the  wond'ring  Bye. 
If  this  be  true,  there's  Reafon  in  his  Rage. 

Cob.  Go  to  It  is  not  ftrange  that  Cobham  fees 

Things  wonderful,  and  far  from  Nature*s  Road. 
I  have  feen  Plots,  that  never  had  a  Birth. 
Treafons  unform'd  in  cradled  Infants  Brains, 
That  long'd  to  leap  o'er  Time,  and  ftart  to  ripenefi. 

Thefe  I  have  ften  or  Cecil  bad  me  fee. 

Curs'd  Name!  What  whifp'ring  B&mon  prompted  thcc 
To  plant  new  Daggers  in  my  wounded  Heart, 
And  open  ev'ry  Sore  of  gnawing  Confciencc  ? 
O!  What  a  Mine  of  Mifchief  is  a  Statefman! 
Ye  furious  Whirlwinds,  and  ye  treacherous  Rocks, 
Ye  Minifters  of  Death,  devouring  Fire, 
Convulfive  Earthquake,  and  Plague-tainted  Air, 
All  you  are  merciful,  and  mild  to  Him, 
The  paflive  Inftruments  of  righteous  Heav*n. 
But  He,  for  Goodnefs  form'd,  and  plac'd  to  blefi, 
Wilfull  oppofes  Providence  in  fpite. 
And  is  a  Devil  of  his  own  Formation. 

Car  Now  on  my  Soul  a  licensed  Madman  were, 
A  noble  Monitor  to  Purple  Villains. 

Cob.  What  is*t  to  (hoot  the  leflening  Gulph  of  Life, 
And  leave  the  Ship-wreck'd  Hulk  upon  the  Shore : 
The  Spoil  and  Sport  of  jarring  Elements? 
Is  it  to  fail  in  liquid  Fields  of  Light, 
Or  plunge  in  Sulphur  to  the  deep  Abyfs? 
To  talk  with  Gods,  or  mix  wiih  fboty  Fiends? 
Some  have  rofe  Stars,  who  putrified  on  Earth, 
And  beautified  that  Hcav'n  they  ne'er  believed. 
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*Tis  a  foul  Lie  a  Politician's  Lie 

Car.  Cobham ,  compofe  the  hurry  of  your  Soul, 

And  think  of  Mercy,  and  returning  Peace. 

Cob.  Fair  Choice  of  Thought  indeed  remains  for  nie-~. 

Amidft  a  thoufand  Scenes  of  deepeft  Black, 

To  fingle  out  Ibme  dreadful  Image  thence, 

A|id  hunt  it  thro'  the  Field  of  wild  Defpair : 

Then  chufe  a  new  One,  at  which  Taney  ftarts. 

And  tread  again  the  Wildernefs  of  Woe. 

0  Thoughi\  could  Thinking,  like  a  cruel  Child, 
Deftroy  its  Parent  all  were  well  again. 

But  Thou,  Self-confciour,  multiplied  thy  felf. 
Not  lofing  ought,  tho'  ever  bringing  forth. 
Ill-fated  Womb  of  bitter  Fruitfulnefs. 

Is  there  no  Eafe  but  adding  Crime  to  Crime? 

Speak  Nature  for  thy  felf  and  Ipeak  in  Blood  • 

[_Stabs  himfelf. 

Car.  How  eafy'tis  to  lay  us  down  and  afleep. 
When  Sorrow  holds  Conlpiracy  with  Fate! 

Cob.  A  Truce,  ye  Fiends  let  me  behold  this  Blood, 

[Taking  it  up  and  looking^ 

Is  it  of  Nature  ?  are  the  ruddy  Drops 

Bright  as  the  hue  of  healthy  Innocence? 

Ye  Ijlack  Contagious  Particles,  adieu !    [  Flinging  it  away. 

1  pour  you  on  a  World  of  fit  Complexion. 
Spears,  Swords,  and  Armies  (hall  from  hence  arife. 

As  from  the  Womb  of  Difcord  Paftion  march,' 

And  meafure  half  a  Nation  at  a  Stride. 

Betraying  Statefmen,  and  unthankful  Princes, 
Corrupted  Lawgivers,  and  Traitor  Friends, 
Shall  fully  Nature's  Face  with  fuch  a  Dye 

^  That 
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Tliat  fhe  fhall  hate  her  felf,  and  wifh  and  pray 

For  her  lafl  ling'ring  Confummation  Fire^ 

To  purge  her  Entrails,  and  refine  her  Mould   ^Dies. 

Coif.  Heav'n  keep  thy  Prophecy  to  diftant  Times  . 

We've  feen  too  much  of  thefe  Rebellious  Crimes. 

Enter  Olympia.  |5* 

Olym,  Where,  Nature,  art  thou  fled  ?  How  are  thy  fbft 
Thy  tender  Strings  of  Sympathy  decay 'd? 
What  Savage  Hand  has  cut  the  fubtle  Line, 
That  runs  from  Parents  to  their  Childrens  Hearts, 
And  bids  Man  love  his  Iffue  as  himfelf?  " 
Othou  art  lofl"!  and  Woman's  Tears,  that  us'd 
To  raife  and  wake  thy  fleeping  Tnftruments, 
Great  Nature,  ferve  but  to  lament  thy  Death. 
Why  didft  thou  flatter  me,  why  give  me  once 
A  Daughter's  Powerj  and  fnatch  it  from  me  now.^ 
Like  a  mad  Painter,  wanton  of  thy  Skill, 
Delighting  to  deface  thy  own  fair  Works. 

Enter  Toung  Raleigh.   Turns  a'way. 
Turn  Raleigh,  and  behold  thefe  ftreaming  Eyes, 
Thefe  fupplicating  Lips,  and  lifted  Hands: 
My  Father  faw  them,  and  yet  turn'd  not  to  me. 

r.  jR'^.  I  cannot  hear  thee,  for  thy  Words  are  full 
Of  fubtle  Poifon,  Death  is  in  thy  Eyes : 
I  dare  not  look,  and  yet  I  wifh  I  could. 

Olym.  Have  I  not  greatly  laboured  for  thy  Father? 

r.  jR^.My  Father!  Wherefore  doft  thou  name  my  Father? 
That  calls  a  thoufand  Thoughts  into  my  Soul, 
All  fraught  with  Hatred  to  thy  Race  and  thee. 
Does  he  not  dye  by  Cecil's  bloody  Hand? 
And  fliall  his  Daughter  wafh  the  Stain  away? 

Olym* 


i$7r  Walter  Raleigh,  5-9 

Olym,  The  Crime  is  not  from  me:  Yet  Nature  ftart^ 
And  cries  'Tis  monftrous,  if  ic  fhomld  be  fo.- 
Away  Reflection,  Love  is  loft  in  Thinking. 
Yet  look  on  me.» 

y.Kd.  How  fliall  I  teach  my  Eyes 
To  look  with  Scorn  on  Objeds  u&'d  to  pleafe? 
Who  never  faw  the  Uofe,  might  fay  'twas  foulj 
The  Sweetnefs  known  is  hard  to  be  forgot. 
Ha !  do  not  I  cxpcdl  my  Father  here  ? 
This  Time  (hoiild  all  be  his.    Then  turn,  my  HeaJts 
See  all  old  Cecil's  Murthers  painted  there. 
And  Death  lye  lurking  in  that  beauteous  Form. 

Olym,  O  cruel  Raleigh !  was  it  not  enough 
I  am  not,  never,  never  mull  be  thine. 
But  thou  muft  flab  me  with  thefe  killing  Words  T 

T,Ra^  I  find  'tis  as  impoflible  to  hate. 
As  love  her.   Forgive  me,  poor  Olymptay 
Fate  ftands  between  us.  Honour  fides  with  Fate, 
And  bids  us  each  forget  that  we  have  lov'd. 

Olym,  See,  Cecily  and  enjoy  thy  Daughter's  Woes: 
Thus,  Raleighj  I  give  back  thy  Father*s  Life. 

[Sta&s  her  felf  , 

Y,Ra.  Oh  laft!  deftroy'd!  Rafh  Deed!  Unhappy  Maid  ^ 
Tormenting  Sight !  Can  I  behold  thee  thus  ? 
See  the  pale  Fingers  of  approaching  Death 
Damping  thofe  Beauties,  chilling  all  thy  Flames, 
And  only  moan  thee  with  an  idle  Sorrow  ? 

It  muft  Forgive  me.  Father,  Nature,  Heav'n: 

Love  bids  me  follow.—- -Stay,  Olympia,  ftay 

On  this  Side  Death.    Look  up  -thy  Raleigh  calk' 

Olpn,  That  Name  awakes  the  heavy  Senfe  from  Sleep, 

[Opening  her  Eyes  heavily. 
I>  i  Anii^ 
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And  holds  retiring  Life  in  fwcet  Sufpenfe. 

Where  arl  thou,  moft  Unhappy  ?  Let  my  Eyes 

Fix  on  thee,  print  thy  Image  on  my  Soul, 

And  bear  at  once  its  Guilr  and  Comfort  hence, 
r.  Ra,  Speak  on,  and  kill  me  with  thy  dying  Voice. 

Sweet  Inftrument  of  Sorrow,  grow  not  mute. 

Till  I  am  cold  and  fenfelefs.   Oh  Defpair! 

Why  art  thou  flow?  This  Hand  muft  quicken  thee. 
Olym,  Raleigh,  forbear  j  enough  of  Blood  is  fpilt^ 

Olfended  Heav'n  demands  no  more  than  this. 

Yet,  oh,  if  thou  haft  lov*d,  by  Love  I  beg 

Send  not  my  Spirit  in  Deceit  away. 

But  tell  me  thou  haft  lov'd. 
r.  Ra.  Atteft,  ye  Pow'rs ! 

Ye  confcious  Pow'rs!  who  live  in  endlefs  Love^ 
Speak  it,  my  Heart,  in  every  blufhing  Vein^ 
Tell  it,  my  Eyes,  in  every  gazing  Look; 
And  thou,  my  Tongue,  found  nothing  elfe  but  Love. 
Olym.  Draw  nearer  then,  and  let  my  fainting  Hand 

Thus  fcize  thee  hold  thee  and  thus  leave  thee 

mine.  [Dies* 
T.Ra,  Farewell,  thou  whiteft  Virgin  Shade,  farewell. 
Thou,  and  thy  Sorrows,  now  are  all  at  Peace; 
But  I  have  Woes,  unnumber'd  Woes,  to  come. 
If  any  ask,  whofe  Eyes  are  forced  to  fee. 
Unhallowed  View,  a  murthei'd  Lover*s  Coarfej 
If  any  ask,  whofe  Arms  expe6t  to  grafp 
A  E)yi"g  Father  in  a  laft  Embrace; 
if  any  ask,  what  Orphan's  Tongue  muft  charm 
The  Ghoft  of  Sorrow  in  a  widow'd  Mother, 
Condu<5t  him  here.    In  me  behold  that  Wretch, 
The  Scene  and  Center  of  all  human  Grief. 

Mnttr 
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Enter  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 

Sir  W,  Ka.  My  Son,  the  little  Space  that  hes  bctwccR 
Us  and  Eternity  we  give  to  thee. 
The  Chain  of  Nature,  that  fucceflive  runs 
From  Age  to  Age,  conne6ting  Sire  and  Son 
In  ftrongeft  Amity,  now  breaks  fhort  the  Links, 
And  makes  thee  Heir  and  Father  of  our  Race, 
And  thou  mud  be" 

r  Ra.  O  teach  me  rather 
To  bear  what  now  I  am. 

Sir  W.  Ra,  Art  not  thou  the  Son 
Of  him,  whofe  Name  fhali  never  make  thee  blufhP 
Of  him,  who  in  a  Courtier's,  Soldier's  Life, 
Twice  twenty  Winters,  not  ignobly  fpen% 
Feels  no  rear  Crime  weigh  heavy  on  his  Soul. 
If  to  have  lov'd  my  Country,  to  have  prized 
Her  Fame  and  Safety  above  Gain  and  Lifej 
If  to  have  watch'd,  travelled,  fought  and  bled  fcr  he?. 
If  thefe  are  Crimes,  Pofterity  will  judge, 
And  Infamy  pollute  the  Name  of  Raleigh,  ^ 

r,Ra.  O  my  loft  Father!  O  my  »  

SirlV.Rft,  This  Weaknefs 
Might  have  become  thy  Mother's  tender  Sexj 
Grief  there  is  natural,  and  flioots 
A  catching  Sorrow  to  the  Srongeft  Hearto 
But  we  arc  Men, 

r.  Rit.  No  fmgle  Woe  is  mine :      [Pointing  to  ih$  B$dy, 
Behold  Olympiiy  view  the  brcathlefs  Fair : 
Her  ielf  the  Viftim  and  the  Slayer  too. 

Sir  IV.  Ra,  Unhappy  Maid  !  Does  Vengeance  fly  fuf^j% 
It  would  not  paufe  a-while  'till  I  was  gonc) 
But  overtook  Cm/  inhis  dcareft  Child  F 
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Take  Care,  my  Heart,  thyhardefl:  Proof  is  now; 
Rejoice  not  in  his  Woes,  fay  not  to  thj  felf 
Heav'n  bids  thee  triumph  o'er  the  guilrlefs  Blood. 
Poor,  poor  old  Man !  how  will  thy  tender  Heart 
Bear  this  fad  Sight,  when  he,  whcfe  Foe  thou  art. 
Sickens  wiih  Tendernefs,  and  melts  for  the  I 
Hear  me,  Suprem,  in  this  forgiving  Prayer  j 
Wiib  Faith,  and  Reafon  fortify  his  Breaft, 
Help  his  old  Age,  and  comfort  his  Defpair. 

See  her  remov'd.  For  Nature  may  relapfc. 

And  Thoughts  forbidden  fully  our  laft  Hour. 
Come  to  my  Arms,  thou  beft-belov'd,  as  there 
Thou  groweft  to  my  Bofom,  think  how  much 
Thy  Father  lev '3  thee,  and  repay  the  Debt 
Of  tender  Duty  to  thy  Widow^  Mother. 

T.R^.  O  Father/  Mother!  multiplied  Diflrefs.^ 
C !  thou  departed,  and  thou  haftening  Shade 

Sir  IV.R^>  Forbear.  Duty  and  Nature  claim  fo  muchj 
But  Virtue,  Manhood,  Heaven  forbid  the  reft; 
Obfervc  me  yet  5  this  Leffon  is  my  laft. 
Follow  not  Fortune,  nor  afpirc  to  Court ; 
If  called  to  Honour,  hold  thy  Country's  Good 
Firfl  in  thy  View,  That  comforts  all  Difgrace. 
For  know,'  a  mighty  States- Man  is  fo  placM, 
One  good  ot  guilty  Thought  may  damn  of  fave  hint. 
And  turn  the  Fate  of  Millions  in  an  Hour. 
For  me,  regardlefs  of  thy  Father's  Fate> 
Purfue  his  Pattern  iii  all  Adts  but  One. 
Conrracl  no  Friendfliip  with  an  overgrown  Greatncfi> 
Faliing,  it  ciufhestheci  and  (landing  long. 
Grows  iiifolently  weary  of  Support, 
And  fpm  ns  the  Props  that  held  it  up  before* 

Forget 
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Forget  thy  Father's  Lofs,  but  guard  his  Fame. 

T.Ra,  Forget  you!  Not  'till  Memory  is  loft. 

Sir  W.Ra.  Let  him  who  doubts  my  Honour  view' my 
As  thou  fhalt,  and  obferve  me  as  I  lye  [End, 
Prone  to  the  Earth,  and  haftening  to  be  made 
A  Part  with  common  Clay,  if  this  firm  Fa-bricfc> 
Old  as  it  is,  do  (brink  or  fhudder  then. 
Thanks  to  my  Innocence!  I  feel  my  Blood 
Beat  ftrong  and  vigorous,  as  at  forty  Years. 

I.nter  Howard,  Caefar,  Carcw  and  Wade. 

Sir  JV.Ra,  But  fee,  our  Friends  return  j  fuch  virtuous 
Be  it  thy  Pride  to  cherifli  and  embrace.  [Men 

There,  Howard-^  thou  haft  been  his  Father's  Friend, 

Love  him  as  thou  haft  me,  thou  can'ft  not  m.ore. 

HoTo,  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  in  thy  Father's  Prcfencc! 
And  if  I  quit  the  Claim  which  I  have  here, 
For  any  paultry  Paffion  Men  admire, 
The  Dirt  of  Wealth,  or  Vanity  of  Honour, 
The  Luft  of  Power,  or  Luxury  of  Love  j 
If  the  dark  Brow  of  Danger,  Fortune,  Deaths 
Sever  our  Hearts,  or  make  me  lefs  thy  Friend, 
May  my  Fame  dye  among  the  rotten  Names 
Of  Summer-Friends,  Court-Spies  and  Parafites^ 
Or  Howard  perifh  by  a  Coward's  Sword. 

T.Ra^  Thou  brave  good  Man,  my  Heart  is  warm  as  thine? 
But  Sorrow  choaks,  and  turns  my  Tongue  to  Silence. 

Cdf.  Sir  M^alter,  you  may  live;  for  Cobhams  dead. 

Sir  W.Ra.  Is  Gmdamor  or  Cecil} 

C^f,  No..  But  he 

Hearing  your  Fate,  with  fudden  Paffion  feiz'd. 

Swore  you  were  innocent,  then  rav'd  aloud 

On  Cecil  s  Plots  j  at  laftj  with  Madaefs  turn'dj 

He  ftabb'd  himfelf.  ^  Sif 
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sir  W.Ra,  Indeed  I  pity  him. 
'Tis  a  fad  Spectacle  of  Woe,  to  fee 
The  Senfes  loofe,  and  Rcafon  all  unhinged, 
In  the  laft  Moments  of  expiring  Life, 
When  ev'ry  Facuky  (hould  be  cnlarg'd, 
To  aid  the  Soul,  and  wing  her  on  her  Way.^ 
Lieutenant,  is  there  Time? 

Wade-.  There  is.  Sir  Walter. 

Sir  IV.Ra,  Would  any  fpeak,  my  Friends?  Is  there  a, 
Or  is  it  all  a  Look,  and  parting  Prayer?  [wfhl 

How.  My  Friend,  one  Day  I  never  can  forget, 
When  'midft  a  Shower  of  Indian  Darts  I  lay. 
When  o'er  my  Wounds  the  favage  Army  ftood, 
Chufing  a  Part  to  drop  the  pois'nous  Drug ; 
Then  you  cried  out,  O  Friendlhip  thou  art  loft! 
And  fpringing  forward  with  a  defperate  Bound, 
Drove  off  the  fervile  Nations,  brought  me  back 
In  breathlefs  Joy,  thus  leaning  on  thy  Arm. 

W.Ra.  I  didi  and  fav'd  an  EngUJh-Mm,  a  Friend; 
A  juftcr  Glory  than  a  Rman  Triumph. 

HorP.  For  this.  Four  hundred  veteran  Sailors  ftrctcb 
Their  hardened  Sinews,  and  demand  thy  Freedom. 
Thefe  Guards  will  fly  and  tremble  at  their  Sight. 

Sir  W.R(i^  Ha/  Was  it  well  to  call  my  Spirit  back. 
When  Peace  and  Happinefs  were  feal'd  above, 
To  mix  with  Earth,  and  foil  my  felf  with  Guilt? 
I  thought  to  part  the  laft  with  Thee   but  now, 
Howard,  thou  flialt  not  fee  thy  Raleigh  dye. 
Hov.  Forgive  me  then,  my  Raleigh. 
SirW.  RJt'*  1  do,  I  do^ 
Thus,  in  this  laft  Embrace.    Farewel,  my  Friend. 
The  Glafs  is  almoft  run,  the  Scene  is  (hort, 

Prefcnting 


^yir  Walter  Raleigh.  6^ 

Prcfenting  but  one  Objeft  to  iny  View. 

O  eloquent!  O  juft/  O  mighty  Death! 

Who  (hall  recount  the  Wonders  of  thy  Hand? 

Whom  none  could  counfel,  thou  haft  well  advised, 

And  whifper'd  Wifdom  to  the  deafeft  Ear : 

Whom  all  have  trembled  at,  thy  Might  has  dar'd  j 

Whom  all  have  flatterU  thou  alone  haft  fcorn'd. 

And  fwept  poor  deify *d  Mortality 

With  common  Afties  to  an  humble  Grave. 

Long  have  I  plucked  thy  Terrors  from  my  Heart, 

Cali'd  thee  Companion  in  my  Active  Life, 

My  folitary  Days,  and  ftudious  Hours; 

Made  thee  familiar  to  my  Couch  as  Sleep. 

Come  then,  my  Gueft:— — The  guilty  Soul  depends 

'Twixt  Doubt  and  Fear:—  But  thou  and  I  arc 

Friends.  lExenm^ 
Manent,  Howard  avd  Carew. 

Hoia>,  He  would  not  let  me.    Virtuous  to  the  Jaft. 

Was  it  well  done?  Could  Howard,  who  has  fought 

So  many  Battels  by  his  Raleigh's  Side, 
A  tame  Spediator  fee  him  led  unarm'd. 
Like  a  poor  Captive  thro'  a  gazing  Crowd  ? 
Or  view  that  Face,  which  never  look*d  on  Death 
But  with  an  upward  Front,  and  threatning  Brow, 
Turn'd,  like  a  common  Traitor's,  to  the  Ground  ? 
Honour  could  not  have  born  it,  every  Fool 
Of  Curiofity  had  call'd  mc  Coward  j 
And  the  Wind  whifper'd  nothing  elfe  but  Coward. 

Car.  Gods!  that  the  choiceft  Genius  of  our  Age, 
Form'd  for  the  higheft  Purpofes  of  Life, 
To  check  afpiring  Tyrants  in  their  Courfc, 
And  force  the  Royal  Robbers  from  their  Prey, 

That 


66     Sir  W ALTEK  Raleigh. 

That  he  fliould  fuffer,  ihffcr  in  that  Land 

That  ought  to  blefs  her  felf  thro'  every  Age, 

Boafting  (lie  ever  bore  a  Son  like  him  !       [Shout  mthinl 

How.  Curfc  on  their  clam'rous Throats!  Bafe  Multitude] 
So  would  they  bellov/,  if  the  facred  Head 
Of  Majefty  it  felf  lay  low  in  Dull. 
They  never  mind  the  Perfon,  or  the  Caufc: 
A  Tale  and  Holiday  is  all  their  Bus'nefs. 

Car,  Hence  fee,  that  fingle  Virtue  can't  ftandlong, 
When  Failion  and  Confpiracy  grow  ftrong. 
Yet  fay  we  not,  when  Blood's  unju ftly  fpilt, 
Heav'n  leaves  her  Fav'rites,  or  approves  the  Guilt. 

Hovo,  Arms  are  no  more;  the  Soldier's  Friend  is  loff* 
Be  idle  then,  my  Sword,  till  happy  Time 
Shall  bid  thy  Country  arm  5  then  Ihine  again. 
Wave  on  the  Deck,  or  glitter  on  the  Plain: 
Revenging  Ealeigh's  Lofs  on  guilty  S;^am. 

[Exemt  Omnes. 
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Spoken  by  Mrs.  BVLLOCK, 

\^^H-^T?  Tdoo  nm  VUy$\  and  thofe  M  cnce  appear! 
^  ^    Sure,  Anther i  fancy  this  a  thriving  Tear! 
Tet,  to  write  Inlays  is  eafy,  faith,  enough 
As  you  have  feen  by — Gibber —  in  TartufFe. 
With  how  trench  Wit  he  M your  Hearts  engage! 
Me  ony  Stole  the  ?hy  ',-'heWrit  the  Title-Page. 

We  dare  not  tread  the  Tath  our  Rivals  do-. 
We  -were  refolv^d  you  fhould  have  Jomething  New, 
^Tis  double  Felony  {as  I  am  told)  ^ 
^0  pay  Bad  Money,  and  That — difd  and  eld: 
And  yet  fo  partial  are  you  in  the  Cafe, 
We  fuffcr  ////,  but  They —  have  Ads  of  Grace' 
Sure  That  old  Theatre's  your  Miftrefs  grown. 
We  are  your  Wives — You  ufe  us  like  your  own. 

Should  Shakespear  rife,  and  fee  (each  murthering  Day) 
Scenes  cut  and  alter  d,  and  mifcaWd-'-his  Play, 
Hovp  would  the  reverend  Bard  regret  the  Shame  ? 
Why  thus — ''To  rob  my  Urn,  then  fiab  my  Fame, 
"  Should  be  a  Sin  this  Learned  Generous  Age 

Ought  to  revenge  upon  the  Guilty  Stage. 
"  But  if,  in  vain,  an  honeji  Caufe  I  pleads 
"  T'-  <'S  Tall  my  Wip>o  and  Vunifhment  fucceed: 
«  Fleckno,  the  Sire  of  Dulnefs,  fhall  infpire 

HiS    Sons  to  fcribble,  without  Senfe — or  Fin: 

Flayers 
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"  FUyen  turn  Wits,  hy  Nonfenfe  rife  or 
"  Yet  cry  out  M£y...'sBlood  I  We'll  ftand  'em  all 
r^«,/^r>  Sh  A  KESPE^R,  and  our  Common  Right- 
Now  Jor  the  Author'.  Pm,  and  thm-.-Good-moht 
Tor  I  have  n  Requejl,  bejore  I  go-,  "  ' 

Speak  plainly,  h  our  Poet  dumn'd,  or-~m> 
Jfhe  is  Dull,  the  Play,  perhap,  may  live;  ' 
Tor  Wit's  a  Crime  ve  know  You  can't  firgive. 
Wit  cannot  fall  fi  fafi,  as  Foi.'y  rifes; 

Witnefs  the  Maiquerade^  double  Prices 

Yet  if  you  are  not  pleas'd  with  what  We've  plaid, 
Go/«f«/</ Shir  LEY  dreft,  in  Masquer  ade,  ' 
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